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POEMS. 



BEAUTY. 

She sits enthroned the stars among, 
She dances in the moonlight beam, 

She trips the waving fields along, 
And glides adown the silver stream ; 

Sht sparkleth in the ocean spray, 

And shineth in the morning ray. 

She gives the heavens their azure hue, 
The clouds their gold and crimson dyes ; 

She beams in every drop of dew, 

And throws her rainbow o'er the skies ; 

On mount, wood, valley, river, all, 

Her smiles of bright enchantment fall. 

B 



BEAUTT. 

Hers are the blossomings of Spring, 
And hers the golden Autumn fruit ; 

We see her on the insect's wing, 

And trace her in the tenderest shoot ; 

She fires the thought, she thrills the soul, 

And binds the heart with sweet control. 

She sporteth 'mid the Arctic snows, 
And buildeth there her crystal towers ; 

She roameth where the Indus flows, 
And scattereth there her saffron flowers ; 

She showers her gems o'er dale and hill, 

On ocean isle and mountain rill. 

Deep, deep in subterranean cave 
She sleeps, unseen by mortal eye ; 

Beneath the blue transparent wave, 
Above the bright unclouded sky, 

In olive groves and sapphire cells, 

In sea, sky, earth, and heaven she dwells. 



THE PALLING STAR. 

Adown the western heaven it shot 

A momentary ray ; 
It glitter'd for an instant there, 

Then vamsh'd quite away. 
A lovely stream of silver light 

It flashed across the sky, 
As though some wandering cherubim 

Just then had darted by. 

How beautiful ! but O, how soon 

The beautiful was gone ! 
Its glory wasted as it fell, 

And vanished as it shone. 
No splendour linger'd on its course, 

Or follow'd in its traek ; 
No summon, mandate, sign, or voice, 

Might bring the lost one bw&. 
B 2 



THE FALLING STAB. 

Thus gleams of reason flash across 

The wild disordered mind ; 
They cheer the darkness for the time, 

But thicker leave behind. 
So to the wandering prodigal 

Come memories that thrill : 
Hs sheds the tear of penitence, 

Then revels deeper still. 

Aweary in the wilderness, 

Weigh'd down with sins and fears, 
How oft to soothe the sinking one 

The light of heaven appears ! 
Though faint may be the ray, and fleet, 

Just like a meteor's glare, 
It cheers his lonely pilgrimage, 

And lighteneth his care. 

lovely ray of silver light ! 

How radiantly it shone ; 
How beautiful it downward fell, 

How quickly it was gone ! 



THE FALLING STAB. 

Across the. western heavens it shot 

Its momentary raj ; 
It glitter'd for an instant there, 

Then vanish' d quite away. 
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THE FABEWELL OF SUMMER. 



The last, long gleam of purple light 

Was fading fast away ; 
And slowly mounted sable Night 

The empty throne of Day. 

And mournful sang the evening breeze 

A requiem as it blew ; 
There went a whisper through the trees>- 

The Summer's sad adieu. 



At that slow word a leaflet fell, 

A token she was fled ; 
The rose-tree caught the faint farewell, 

And bow'd its lovely head. 



THE FAREWELL OF SUMMER. 

The brook ran slower at the sound ; 

The deep blue cloud stood still ; 
And thickening glooms fell fast around 

Glen, valley, wood, and hill. 

Sweet Philomela, from the grove, 
Four'd forth her saddest strain ; 

While up the vale the mourning dove 
Cooed plaintively again. 

The murmuring brook, the sighing trees, 
The rose with drooping head, 

The plaining dove, the requiem breeze, 
All sorrow'd, " Summer *s fled." 

Farewell, O Summer ! Queen, adieu ! 

Farewell thy flowers and calm ; 
Thy woodland song, thy morning dew, 

Thy beauty and thy balm. 

Thy days were bright, thy mornings fair, 
O sweet thy evening breeze ! 



8 ..„ THE FABEWELL OF SUMMER' .' 
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Thy fragrance floated on the air, 
Thy music through the trees. 

The azure sky, the verdant earth, 

Kejoiced in thy ray ; 
Thou turnedst sorrow into mirth, 

And darkness into day. 

The young deer darting through the park, 

The lambs upon the lawn, 
The glad, blithe carol of the lark ; — 

O! these were all thy own. 

Blackbird and throstle sang aloud, 
Not one sweet voice was mute ; 

While all the laughing orchards bow'd, 
Laden with golden fruit. 

But now, farewell ! thy birds and buds, 
No more they sing and swell ; 

The dark green foliage of the woods, 
The bright blue skies, farewell ! 



*HE PAKE WELL OF SUMMEA. *■' 9 



The last, long gleam of purple light 

Had faded quite away ; 
And on her throne sat sable Night, — 

The throne of vanish'd Day. 



As round the tall and stately oak 

The fragile ivies twine ; 
As fondly cling to their support 

The tendrils of the vine, 
With tender clasp, and fond embrace, — 

So clings my soul to thine. 



•.. 
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THE HOUSE OF CLAY. 

Monarch ! with the diadem 

Blazing on thy head, 
Know, that self-same flashing gem 

Once wore thy fathers dead. 
Thy castle hath its ramparts strong, 

Its turrets old and grey ; 
Yet, O ! thy house, remember still, 

Is but a house of clay ; 
And Time's grand tempest, wild and dread, 

Will sweep it to decay ! 



Warrior ! with the laurel wreath 

Twined around thy brow, 
There comes a foe whose name is Death, 

And thou to him must bow. 



THE HOUSE OF CLAY. 11 

Though queenly cities at thy fire 

Have rolTd in smoke away, 
Yet, ! thy house, remember still, 

Is but a house of clay : 
And Death, with his relentless sword, 

Will King and Conqueror slay. 



Maiden ! radiant, rare and mild, 

Of more than mortal birth ; 
Beauty's youngest, sweetest child, 

Too delicate for Earth. 
Thy form may be a perfect one, 

And beautiful to-day, 
Yet, O ! thy house, remember still, 

Is but a house of clay ; 
And he, who gathereth all the flowers, 

Will bear thee too away. 
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GEAVES. 

Earth hath his graves ! There rest the dead 

In slumbers calm and deep ; 
The flow'rets deck their greensward bed, 

The yew-trees o'er them weep. 
Sacred and holy seems the ground ; 

Solemn the very air ; 
And sweet the quiet breathed around 

The dead, low buried there. 

Earth hath his graves 1 The storm of war 

Hath swept o'er pass and plain ; 
Hurling, its fearful blasts before, 

Ten thousand thousand slain. 
Bones of the mighty ! o'er ye now 

The verdant grass doth wave ; 
Unwreath'd the fallen chieftain's brow, 

Unmark'd the hero's grave. 



GRATES. 18 

Earth hath his graves ! In glen and glade, 

In island solitude, 
On mountain height, in forest shade, 

On deserts bleak and rude ; 
Beneath the fierce Saharan sky, 

And on the frost-hills lone, 
The lost ones all-forgotten lie, 

There rest the dead unknown. 

Sea hath her graves ! Oh, who may tell 

The number of her slain ? 
What myriads lie in cave and cell, 

Beneath the mighty main ! 
Full many a parent's hope and joy 

Are buried in the deep ; 
There rests the orphan sailor boy, 

And there the veterans sleep. * 

Sea hath her graves ! 'Mid storm and fire 

Hearts true and bold have died ; 
The laughing child, the aged sire, 

Have perish'd side by side. 



14 GRAVES. 

From shatter'd mast, and burning deck, 
Have sunk the fair and brave ; 

'Mid battle, breaker, blast, and wreck, 
O'erwhelm'd beneath the wave. 

Sea hath her graves ! No sculptured stones, 

No marbles bright and fair, 
Record the fondly cherish'd ones 

Who slumber sweetly there. 
Down deep in Ocean's peaceful caves, 

'Mid gems and pearls they lie ; 
Around, — the calm, translucent waves ; 

Above, the clear, blue sky. 

Graves, graves ! of Ocean and of Earth, 

Te all shall yield your dead ; 
The archangel's trump shall call them forth 

With mandate deep and dread. 
Then, when the long-lost dead shall spring 

From cavern, tomb, and wave, 
Where, where, Death ! thy boasted sting ? 

Thy victory P Grave ! 
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EVENING. 



A FBAGMENT. 



The Sun is creeping down the sky 
Unto his pleasant western bed ; 

His path through heaps of cloud doth lie, 
Gleaming with gold and red ; 



And, calm and mild, on earth and sea, 
His last, bright lingering smile is shed ; 

As, like some saint a-dying, he 
Sweet benedictions said. 



And Evening, like some timid girl, 
A starry chaplet round her head, 

Her cheek half hid with raven curl, 
Gomes forth with silent tread. 
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CHBIST WEEPING. 



"JESTJS WEPT." 



Behold the Wonderful, the mighty God, 
To whom, with veiled brow and folded wing, 
Heaven's glorious hosts eternal homage bring, 

Who shakes Perdition's caverns with his nod : 

Behold Him there on Bethany's shady slope, 
A Man of sorrows and a Son of grief, 
Beside yon weeper ministering relief, 

Words of divinest cheer and glorious hope. 

" Thy brother is not dead, he only sleeps, 
Thine eyes again shall Lazarus behold, 
Thine arms once more thy loved one shall enfold :"• 

He speaks, He promises, and lo ! He weeps. 



CHRIST WEEPING. 17 



AND WHEN HE BEHELD THE CITY HE WEPT OVER IT. 

Again on Olivet He stands : before 

His vision Salem's glittering heights arise : 
With gold and marble in the crimson skies 

Gleam shaft and column, pinnacle and tower. 

Then gazing thro' the Future's clouded reach, 
He marks the moment that shall seal her fate ; 
Hears the proud Soman battering at her gate, 

And sees his columns mounting to the breach : 



Beholds the waving ruin that she reaps, 

The tide of blood that from her temple runs, 
Her ravish'd daughters and her slaughter'd sons, 

Her sins, her punishment, — and lo ! He weeps. 
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MUSIC. 



I. 

When through the dim cathedral aisle 

The sacred organ swells, 
Or floats upon the frolic wind 

The chime of village bells, 
Sweet thoughts, or solemn, on the soul, 
Like bell or organ, swell and roll. 

She charms the shepherd with his flute 

In solitary glade, 
And gladdens with her sweet guitar 

The dark-eyed Spanish maid, 
And awes the Indian, fierce and rude, 
In depth of forest solitude. 



MUSIC. 19 



She kindleth in the soldier's breast 

A thrill of fierce delight, 
As the deep throbbings of the drum 

Boll through the rising fight. 
Led by her thrilling voice he runs 
'Gainst serried lines and flaming guns. 



In tones of heavenly melody 
She breathed o'er David's lyre, 

Stay'd the mad Monarch's javelin'd hand, 
And calm'd his murderous ire : 

And charm'd, as olden poets tell, 

The walls of Thebes and gates of HelL 



She cheers the peasant in his cot, 
The King upon his throne ; 

She soothes the torn and troubled heart 
In moments sad and lone, 

And breathes upon Life's desert air 

Sweet sounds that lighten all our care. 

* 

c % 



20 MUSIC. 



H. 



The deep, deep, solemn thunder-peal 

Hath music in its roar ; 
And ocean, shouting up to heaven, 

Or whispering to the shore, 
Bolls like the chant of cherubim, 
Or the sweet sound of vesper hymn ! 

The sparkling, gushing rivulet 

Still singeth as it flows ; 
And sadly through the fading woods 

The breeze of Autumn blows, 
In wild and magic tones which seem 
The Summer's mournful requiem. 

The dash of foaming cataract 

A-roaring down the hill, 
The crash of Alpine avalanche, 

The murmur of the rill, 



MUSIC. 21 

The bird's sweet songs, the kine's deep low, 
In one unbroken chorus flow. 



Among the grottoes of the deep 
She strikes her silver notes ; 

Through the long aisles of coralline 
The echo sweetly floats, 

In holy, solemn, sacred tones, — 

Meet dirges for the long lost ones. 

Her voice is ever heard : her songs 
Fill earth and air and sea, 

And roll along the starry gulfs 
In glorious harmony. 

High throned among the golden lyres, 

She leads the bright angelic choirs ! 
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LIVES. 



Ye who treat a priceless soul 
As a vain and useless thing ; 

Ye who barter lives for gold, 

Know ye what a life should bring 

Revellers in gilded halls, 

Ye who wallow in your wealth, 

Know ye what your luxuries cost ? 
What a sum of life and health ? 

Ye who drink with rapt delight 
All the magic bliss of song, 

Think what unrecorded woes 
To those glorious lives belong ! 



LIVES. 23 

He alone that marks the fall 

Of the sparrow to the earth, 
He that numbers every hair, 

Knows what human lives are worth. 

Lives 1 oh, who may tell their sum ? 

Lives 1 oh, who may count their price ? 
That on Mammon's bloody shrine 

Smoke in daily sacrifice. 

O what thousands day by day 

Perish in the restless strife ; 
While the universe itself 

Cannot buy a single life ! 
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THE EXILE'S GBAVE. 

Away from the land of his fathers, 

Away from the home of his birth, 
To the banks of the mighty Missouri 

He wander'd a fugitive forth. 
'Mid the depths of the forest unbroken, 

The gloom of the woods of the West, 
He met with the pale horse's rider, 

And laid him down gently to rest. 

The great ancient chiefs of the forest 

Wave solemnly over his tomb, 
And shed, round the dust of the exile, 

A holy and sacred-like gloom. 
Through that mighty cathedral of Nature, 

Its arches and corridors dim, 
The wind, like a Priest in the temple, 

Still chanteth the funeral hymn. 



the exile's grave. 25 

For ages the patriarch cedars 

Shall watch o'er the sleeper below, 
And moan in the depth of their anguish, 

And sigh 'neath the weight of their woe. 
Above him the sorrowful willow 

Shall sadly and mournfully wave ; 
While Morning shall scatter her dew-drops 

Like tears on the fugitive's grave. 



26 



FAME. 

Thou idol of the soul ! to thee 

Genius and Valour bow the knee ; 

Thy glowing, dazzling throne before, 

Millions fall prostrate and adore ; 

And madly rush through blood and flame 

That thou may'st breathe their dying name. 

The hosts that worship at thy shrine 
For honour pant, for glory pine ; 
The blaze that burns around thy head 
Hath lured the armies of the dead ; 
To thee Earth's noblest sons belong, 
Or great in arms or sweet in song. 



FAME. 27 

Within thy mighty temple lies 
One ever-smoking sacrifice ; 
Vast multitudes of heroes slain 
Thy courts surround, thy altars stain ; 
And still to feed its quenchless fire 
Fresh crowds ascend thy flaming pyre. 

Gould all the spirits, sighs, and groans, 
The streams of blood and piles of bones, 
That have for thee, thou thing adored ! 
Been lavish'd, wasted, shed, and pour'd, 
Be roll'd and marshall'd round thy throne, 
From every nation, land, and zone ; 

what a sea of human gore ! 
what a deafening thunder roar ! 
O what a mass of skulls would rise 
In mouldering mountains to the skies ! 
what a grim and ghostly throng 
Would glide in gloomy pomp along ! 
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THE LAND'S END. 

Battler with the fierce Atlantic, 

Hail ! Britannia's vanguard, hail 1 
Tempests wild, and billows frantic, 

O'er thee never shall prevail. 
Thou art mighty, thou art peerless, 

Storm may howl, or ocean foam : 
Thou art dauntless, thou art fearless, 

Firm in thy eternal home. 

Thou hast braved the war of ages, 

Borne the fury of the Past ; 
Still the ceaseless conflict rages, 

Thou defiest still the blast. 
On the crested waves are pouring, 

Roll the mountain billows high ; 
Thou car'st nothing for their roaring, 

Back the foaming surges fly. 



THE LAND'S END. 29 

Shipwrecks, corpses, desolations, 

Hurricanes have round thee roll'd ; 
Strew' d about thy dark foundations 

Bales of silk and bars of gold. 
Here, the noble tar has quiver'd, 

Like an infant, in the blast ; 
There, the gallant frigate shiver'd, 

Struck the standard, bow'd the mast. 

Bocks majestic ! cliffs stupendous 1 

Ye have heard the midnight cry ; 
Hurl'd before the surge tremendous, 

Seen the struggling sailor die. 
Adamant cliffs have no affection, 

Eifted rocks afford no sleep ; 
Thou couldst offer no protection 

To the wand'rers of the deep. 

Burns the beacon 1 brightly, beacon, 

Hash thy warning o'er the waves ; 
For the mountain billows break on, 

For the fearful tempest raves. 



30 THE LAND'S END. 

There are treasures on the ocean, 
There are loved ones on the deep : 

Save, or else, in wild commotion, 
Hearts will break, and widows weep. 

In thy caves what spoils are lying ! 

Persian pearl, and Indian gem ; 
Bright as those that, price defying, 

Shine in princely diadem. 
Objects fondly, dearly cherish'd, 

Rest beneath thy foaming wave ; 
Here a mother's hope has perish'd, 

There a father's found a grave. 

Sweeps the tempest, — they are quiet : 

Roar the billows, — calm they lie : 
Hear they not the ocean's riot, 

Heed they not the whirlwind's sigh. 
Oh ! methinks those caves are holy, 

Sacred is that flinty bed, 
Where they rest in slumbers lowly, 

Till the sea shall yield her dead. 



THE LAND'S ENi*. 31 

What amazing revolutions 

Have the nations undergone ! 
Wars, rebellions, and confusions, 

Have the proudest thrones o'erthrown. 
Still unvanquish'd, thou art braving 

Every blast that thunders by : 
Vain the elemental raving, 

Vain the wrath of sea and sky. 

Battler with the fierce Atlantic, 

Hail ! Britannia's vanguard, hail ! 
Tempests wild, and billows frantic, 

O'er thee never shall prevail. 
Thou art mighty, thou art peerless, 

Storm may howl, or ocean foam : 
Thou art dauntless, thou art fearless, 

Firm in thy eternal home. 
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SPRING. 

I. 

Hail to thee, Spring 1 Earth's glorious angel, hail ! 

Come, scatter Winter's darkness, snows, and shade ; 

Gome, still and soothe, through ocean, wood, and glade, 
The wind's sad sigh, the tempest's sweeping wail. 

n. 

Walk o'er the billows of the stormy deep, 
Calm its wild tumult, hush its mighty roar ; 
Its troubled waters smooth from shore to shore, 

And breathe its countless foaming waves to sleep. 

in. 

Smile on the desert 1 and the seeming dead 
Shall rise more lovely from their long repose ; 
The wilderness shall blossom as the rose, 

And beauty bloom in desolation's stead. 



SPRING. 33 

IV. 

Kepair the ruins of thy hoary sire ; 

Re-clothe the forests, deck the fields again ; 

And spread o'er valley, woodland, grove, and glen, 
Thy budding robes, thy emerald attire. 

V. 
Transform the howlings of the raging gale 

Into the zephyr's sweetest songs of peace ; 

Speak, and the battling elements shall cease, 
And quiet deep o'er sea and sky prevail. 

VI. 
Come, wake the forest warblers' silent lays ; 

Come, pour thy music through the voiceless trees ; 

And crowd the pinions of the morning breeze 
With all the lively carollings of praise. 

VIL 
Come, cheer the peasant in his wind-worn cot, 

The storm-beat sailor o'er the pathless sea ; 

And wing thy flight across the lonely lea, 
To bless each wild, and deck each barren spot. 



34 SPKING. 

VIII. 

The dew-drop sparkles on thy waving locks, 
The sun-beams frolic round thy radiant head, 
The valleys echo to thy joyous tread, 

And ring with rapture rivulets and rocks. 

IX. 
O ! what were Earth without thy seraph face? 

O ! what our life without thy loved return ? 

Our life, a being dreary, cheerless, stern ; 
Our Earth, a burning, fading, burying place ! 

X. 

Hail, glorious Spring ! all hail ! of heavenly birth ; 

Come, with thy freshness, fragrance, song, and calm ; 

Come, with thy beauty, blossom, bud, and balm : 
Hail, loved of men ; hail, favourite of Earth ! 



35 



ICHABOD. 



Judah ! where are thy sacred shrines, 
Thy sceptre and thy throne ? 

Lost are thy long ancestral lines, 
Kingdom and King are gone. 

One curse, writ by the hand of God, 

Burns on thy portals, — Ichabod ! 

Where now is David's holy lyre ? 

O where is Gideon's sword ? 
The temple with its cloud of fire, 

The glory of the Lord ? 
In vain I ask ! one voice alone 
Cries, " Ichabod ! the glory 's gone." 



36 ICHJLBOD. 

Once, 'mid the empires of the East, 
Thou rear'dst thy queenly head ; 

A thousand wars thy fame increased, 
A thousand armies fled, 

And fell before thy glittering sword 

Fhilistian chief and Syrian lord. 



Thine were the garments roll'd in blood, 
And thine the victor's crown ; 

Thy onset, like a wintry flood, 
Swept Prince and people down, 

And left their gorgeous cohorts strown 

Like sands by fierce siroccos blown ! 



No longer now on Salem's walls 
The watchmen stand around ; 

No more through Salem's festal halls 
The harp and timbrel sound ; 

Dark Euin spreads her wings abroad, 

And croaks a bitter " Ichabod ! " 



ICHABOD. 37 



The fierce Chaldee in martial state 
Made Zion's throne his prey ; 

The Roman thunder'd at thy gate, 
And bore thy sons away : 

Upon thy neck the Turk hath trod, 

And stamp'd a blighting " Ichabod ! 



>t 



Hush'd is the song of joy and glee ; 

The noble and the brave, 
Thy beauty and thy chivalry, 

Are sleeping in the grave. 
Judah is dead, and on the sod 
Her orphans wail their " Ichabod ! 



Ah ! thou hast quaff d the wine of woe, 
And felt the scourge of war, 

Hast fled before the ruthless foe, 
And sunk in seas of gore ; 

And thou hast drunk the wrath of God, 

And dying, murmur'd, " Ichabod V 



33 ICHABOD. 

A thousand and a thousand years 
Have roll'd into their graves ; 

Where glitter'd once the Roman spears* 
The Turkish crescent waves ; 

And " Ichabod " is written still 

On every vale, on every hill. 

On Zion's solemn mount I stand, 
And view the plains below ; — 

On all the land Jehovah's hand 
Hath graved in signs of woe, 

Above, beneath, around, abroad, 

One burning, blasting " Ichabod I ** 
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THE BEGGAE'S DREAM. 

Beneath an old and crazy shed 

A ragged beggar lay ; 
Eight glad to rest his aching head 

Until the coming day ; 
He stretch'd his weary limbs upon 

A little trass of hay. 

He heeded not the thundering cloud, 
*Nor heard the owlet's scream ; 

He breathed full long, and snored full loud, 
Full long and loud, I deem : 

His sleep was sweet, and, as he slept, 
He dream'd a pleasant dream. 
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Upon a golden throne he sat, 
In purple robes array'd ; 

This hand a sceptre held, and that 
Imperial signal made ; 

And crowds of noble courtiers there 
The royal will obey'd. 



There sat he crown 'd, a Monarch grand, 

In regal pomp and pride ; 
The fairest lady in the land 

He chose to be his bride : — 
The beggar started in his sleep, 

And turn'd upon his side. 



And now through scenes of sweet delight 

He wander'd merrily, 
'Mid fountains cool, and arbours bright, 

And gardens fair to see : 
He was as happy and as blest 

As mortal King could be. 
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111 martial state he rode again 

A steed of fiery blood, 
And fifty thousand fighting men 

Before His Highness stood ; 
Their plumes were white, their flags were red, 

Their sabres bright and good. 



In proud array, both van and wing 

He saw before him pass : 
" God save the King ! God save the King ! " 

Burst from the marshalTd mass ; — 
The beggar woke, and in his ear 

There bray'd a stupid ass. 
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EMANCIPATION. 



What though long in degradation 

Afric's swarthy sons have lain ; 
Though each wretched generation 

Long has worn the galling chain ; 
Shall they never burst their fetter, 

Never fling their bonds away ? 
Shall they never see a better, 

Never hail a brighter day ? 
Answer, Heaven; 

Sovereign of the nations, say. 



He who speaketh in the thunder, 
Sees the captive Negro's wrongs ; 

He shall break their bonds in sunder : 
Vengeance to the Lord belongs ! 
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He who on the whirlwind sweepeth, 

Sees the sufferings of their race ; 
Mercy at His footstool weepeth, 

Justice lifts her pleading face ; 
Blood of thousands 

Cries from every slave-stain'd place. 

By the dead in ocean lying, 

By each murder'd Negro's grave, 
By the anguish of the dying, 

Lord, avenge the outcast slave ! 
Every burden'd sigh doth carry 

Cries for vengeance to Thy throne ; 
Though Thou seemest long to tarry, 

Slavery shall be o'erthrown : 
Freedom triumph, 

Empress of the Earth, alone. 

Hark ! a mighty prayer ascending, 

Lo ! a struggle to be free ; 
Sounds of countless shackles rending, 

Shouts of joyous jubilee ! 
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Anthems of emancipation 

Like a thousand thunders roll ; 

Songs of thrilling exultation 

Shake the earth from pole to pole 

Swell the chorus, 
Every voice and every soul. 



45 



POMPEY IN THE YALE OF TEMPE. 

Alas ! great Pompey, mighty chief, alas 1 
Where are thy greatness and thy glory gone ? 
The veteran hosts, the many-legion'd mass, 
That at thy bidding march'd this morning on, 
And where the glorious deeds they should have done ? 
Where are they now, that proudly marshall'd train, 
And where thy dreams of conquest P All o'erthrown ! 
In vain thy plans, thy hopes, thy hosts in vain ; 
Ah ! there alike they fell, — Pharsalia's fatal plain. 



Sigh, Tempe, sigh ! delightful valley, deep 1 
Ye mournful pines, your gloomy tops bow low ; 
Nymph-haunted stream ! for blasted grandeur weep, 
Pour forth thy sorrows in unceasing flow ; 
And moan, ye winds, as fitfully ye blew. 
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Shades of the night ! in solemn pomp descend, 
Around the scene your darkest covering throw : 
Winds, stream, and trees, your sympathies extend ; 
In one unbroken wail your murmuring voices blend. 



A few short hours what changes war hath wrought ! 
What dying groans have swept the purple field ! 
How have the mighty fallen as they fought ; 
And now, where erst was order, spear and shield, 
Such as the Roman arm alone may wield, 
'Mid gory corses lie ! — there o'er its prey 
The vulture hovers, and with hunger steel'd 
Wild whoops the famish'd wolf; there dark Dismay 
Broods o'er the grasping brave ; — ye gods ! a fearful day ! 



But 0, how changed art thou ! Rome's noblest son 
An outcast curst. The final struggle 's o'er ; 
The die is cast ; thy race of glory run ; 
Hush'd is the roar of arms, the storm of war ! 
Who e'er had rivall'd Pompey P Who before 
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Of Kings and Conquerors dared thy might withstand ? 
Monarchs have crouch' d to thee ; but now no more 
To thee shall monarchs crouch ; in ruins grand 
Thy shatter' d glory lies, smote by a Caesar's hand. 



Hurl'd from the very pinnacle of fame — 

sad reverse ! what tongue its depth can tell ? 

One rude defeat thus blasts the greatest name ; — 

But hark ! what sudden sounds careering swell 

In distant clatter up the gloomy dell ? 

The rush of coming foes in hot pursuit : — 
• Hark ! hark ! again on fancy's ear they fell : 

Nay, *t was the wind ; then stay that hurried foot ; 
Around deep silence reigns, — the dying gust is mute. . 



Not thus from Syria and the conquer'd East, 
Or the spoiled South, didst thou of late return ; 
When captive Queens and Kings thy pomp increased ; 
As through old Eome in triumph thou wast borne, 
Crown'd with the laurel thou so dear didaft. «ktcl. 
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But now the plunderer of the barbarous Gauls, 
While thou shalt roam a fugitive forlorn, 
Shall plant his rival standard on her walls ; 
" Hail! Caesar, victor, hail 1" shall echo through her halls. 



Thou who wast King in everything but name 
In all thy empire shalt not find a friend ; 
Thy foes will follow thee with sword and flame ; 
Then where wilt thou thy weary footsteps bend, 
The last dark moments of thy life to spend ? 
The treach'rous dagger of assassin rude 
May pierce thy heart, thy helpless bosom rend, 
Thy noble form become the vulture's food, 
Thy bones unburied bleach in desert solitude. 



Hadst thou been conqueror, had Caesar bled, 
Lone Tempe's vale not then had mark'd thy flight ; 
But, laurel-crown'd, thy now dishonour'd head 
Had tower'd above the heroes of the fight ; 
Thy very steeds, caparison'd in white, 
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Had pranced for joy ; in praises long and loud 
Ten thousand tongues had sung their warrior's miglit ; 
Ten thousand knees before thee, victor, bow'd, 
While shouts of high applause burst from the raptured 
crowd. # 



But now 't is thine to wander far away ; 
Those festive lays shall greet another's ears. 
How changed thy life, great Pompey ! Yesterday, 
Of all men chief, thou ownedst no compeers ; 
Now all beneath : but who, in coming years, 
Shall most be praised ? O ! who, when thou art gone 
To thy last resting-place, and nought appears 
To mark thy dust but one unsculptured stone ? 
Ay ! then on History's page shall shine the vanquish'd 
one. 



E 
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LOED! WHAT IS MAN? 

" Lord ! what is man ! " As beautiful the ray 
Of early morning gilds the orient gloom ; 

And crown'd with majesty, the King of Day 
Rises in glory from his nightly tomb, 

I cry, o'erwhelm'd with thoughts profound and dim, 

" Lord ! what is man, that thou shouldst visit him ? 



» 



" Lord ! what is man ? " As, in the book of night, 
Thy glorious autographs, God ! I view, 

Engraved in characters of blazing light 
Upon its pages of unfading blue, 

" Lord ! what is man ? " again I wildly cry, 

" That Thou for such a dying wretch shouldst die ! " 
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" Lord ! what is man P " a poor blind moth of Time, 

A fading leaf, an animated clod ; 
A spirit dower'd with faculties sublime, 

A beam of Deity, a spark of God ! 
A demon trembling on damnation's brim, 
A younger brother of the seraphim ! 



" Lord ! what is man ? " God ! the brain grows light, 
And dizzy at the thought, so high upborne ; 

Lo ! proudly conscious of immortal might, 
I laugh the planet and the star to scorn ! 

Ye all shall perish ! but this soul of mine 

Shall live for ever, deathless and divine ! 
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MISERY. 

I saw a fiend, with haggard mien, 

Glide darkly o'er the earth. 
And linger long on every scene 

Of pleasure, pride, and mirth. 
She beat her breast, she rent the air 

With wild and bitter cries ; 
She gnash'd her teeth in fierce despair, 

And roll'd her sunken eyes. 

She held her bony hand within 

An olden golden cup — 
A spacious goblet fill'd by Sin 

With sparkling poison up. 
O ! deadly bitter was the draught, 

Though pleasant to the eye ; 
And many a trembling wretch who quaff' d 

That liquor, drank to die. 
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She follow'd close on Honour's track, 

And clung to Valour's side, 
She crept behind Ambition's back, 

And clasp'd the hand of Pride. 
She burst alike the castle gate, 

Alike the cottage door ; 
She trod the mansions of the great, 

And hovels of the poor. 

On every table of the land 

She laid her golden cup ; 
To every lip that trembling hand 

Still held her goblet up. 
Some sipp'd a little of the froth, 

Some drank to deep excess ; 
And some were forced again, though loth, 

Its deadly dregs to press. 

Wealth, Pleasure, Poverty, and Bank, 

Sipp'd bitterly and slow ; 
But Genius longest, deepest, drank 

That sharp red wine of woe. 
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And as he quiver'd at the draught, 

And shiver'd at the pain, 
The haggard fiend exultant laugh'd, 

And bade him drink again. 

Youth, Beauty, Age, and Innocence, 

All drank it in their turn ; 
They could not push that beaker thence, 

Nor bribe that demon stern. 
The widow and the fatherless 

QuafPd, to their heart's o'erfiow, 
That goblet full of bitterness, 

That sparkling draught of woe. 

Of every mortal, rich or poor, 

That liquor was the doom ; 
That haggard fiend lurk'd lingering o'er 

Their cradle and their tomb : 
And, as from group to group she moved, 

She passed her cup to me, 
And in that bitter draught I proved 

The depth of misery. 
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JONAH AT NINEVEH. 

Hearken ! from the city's portal 

Tolls a voice, — a nation's knell ! 
Can the message be from mortal ? 

Doth it come from heaven or hell ? 
From the suburb to the centre 

Eolls the warning, sad and slow ; 
Every heart the echoes enter, 

Every heart is fill'd with woe. 



What a sudden, strange commotion ! 

What a tumult, wide and wild ! 
All are breathless with emotion, — 

Warrior, damsel, sage, and child. 
Silenced is the song of gladness, 

As the curses thunder bv, 
Mingled with the wail of sadness, 

And the deep, despairing sigh. 
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Bound the stranger Hebrew Prophet 

Crowd the ancient and the youth : 
E'en the sceptic dares not scoff it, 

Dares not cavil at the truth. 
Dauntless warriors cease their railing, 

Ruddy cheeks are blanch' d with fear ; 
And the stoutest heart is quailing 

'Neath the doomings of the Seer : 

" Yet forty days, my God hath spoken, 

Nineveh shall be no more ; 
Like a potter's vessel broken, 

Crush'd beneath the hoof of War : 
Hurl'd into the depths of ocean, 

Cast into the gulfs of earth ; 
Swept away, in wild commotion, 

By the hand that gave her birth ! " 

Hark 1 again the dismal warning 
Sweeps along the evening air. 

Look again ! in deepest mourning 
Monarch, people, all appear. 
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Throne and hovel are forsaken ; 

Bows the nation in the dust : 
Nineveh the proud is shaken 

'Neath the mandate of the Just. 

Prince and people all repented, 

Clothed in sackcloth all did mourn ; 
And Almighty Love relented 

Of the evil He had sworn. 
Came no spoiler, roar'd no thunder, 

Yawn'd no earthquake's hungry void ; 
Eoll'd away those days of wonder, 

Nineveh was not destroy'd. 

Sweetly slept that generation 

In the mansions of the dead ; 
And the sorrow of the nation 

With the once repentant fled. 
Sinn'd again that guilty city ; 

As their fathers, so did they ; 
And the Lord, though full of pity, 

Swept them in His wrath, arovj . 
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Hearken ! now the roar of battle 

Bursts around the city wall : 
Chargers prance, and chariots rattle, 

Legions rush, and legions fall. 
Dire and bloody is the slaughter, 

Dark and fearful is the strife ; 
Louder, thicker, fiercer, hotter ; — 

Nineveh ! 't is life for life ! 

Lo ! the crackling flames ascending 

From the city's smoking mass ; 
Palaces with dust are blending, 

Melted are the gates of brass ! 
Bright the fiery torrent flashes 

On the helmets of the brave ; 
In that flaming waste of ashes 

King and people find a grave. 

On that haughty queen of nations 
Fierce the Almighty's anger fell ; — 

Where are now her proud foundations ? 
Marble slabs and wing'd bulls, tell ! 
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Swallow 'd up in Time's abysses, 

Scatter' d o'er a sandy plain ; 
And the serpent glides and hisses 

Where a Nimrod once did reign. 
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LIFE. 

Life is a pilgrimage ; and all mankind 
Are pilgrims travelling to some far-off land. 
The path is strange and chequer' d, and doth wind 
Through vale of pleasure, and o'er desert sand. 
Before us lies Eternity ; behind, 
A dim, dense mist, which none can understand ; — 
The cloud-wrapt region, whence the* immortal mind 
Set out on her lone journey, long and grand. 
O'er Youth's fair meads, up Manhood's weary hill, 
Down the low vale of years to Death's cold wave, 
We travel on from stage to stage, until 
We reach at length the chambers of the Grave ; 
And, dropping there the garments of our clay, 
Go forth with naked soul upon our solemn way. 
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DEATH. 

Death is the sable stream that flows between 
Earth's mournful deserts and Heaven's holy land ; 
The gloomy door through which, at God's command, 
We mortals pass into the world unseen. 
Death is the Angel that hath ever been 
Famed for his pois'nous shaft and piercing brand ; 
The Spirit that doth hold, with dread, calm mien, 
The keys of Heaven and Hell in either hand. 
Death is the golden stairs which lead the soul 
Up where the sanctified in glory dwell ; 
Death is the dreary, demon-haunted hole 
Down which the damn'd fall headlong into Hell ; 
The soul's horizon on whose farther verge 
Strange billows roll and boundless oceans surge. 
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TASSO. 

These is a mournful magic in thy name, 
O Tasso ! in thy dark and bitter fate ; 
For thou wast dungeon' d through a tyrant's hate 
Because thy young soul loved a high-born dame. 
But prisons could not blight thy deathless fame, 
Thy mighty spirit burst the massy grate ; 
And, burning with a more than human flame, 
Sang the deep miseries of Salem's state, 
And hymn'd the glories of her bright release, 
Till nations kindled at thy glowing song ! 
Immortal minstrel ! what, though drear and long 
Was thy captivity, and void of peace ? 
To wear thy crown who would not share thy tomb, 
And for a Tasso's fame bear e'en a Tasso's doom ? 
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MILTON. 

Great bard of Heaven and Hell ! whose mighty soul, 
Borne in the chariot of cherubic fire, 
Heard the grand song of God's blest harpers roll, 
Like thunders chanting in harmonious choir ! 
Till thou in rapture high didst seize the lyre, 
And, while, from Eaphael's tongs, the living coal 
Smoked on thy lips, before the* Eternal Sire 
In holy adoration low didst fall ! 
To thee, O bard, 't was given to behold 
In vision marvellous mysteries ; and to hear 
Unutterable things distinct and clear. 
Through Heaven's vast gates of sapphire, pearl, and gold, 
The living creatures bore thee, till the throne 
Of Everlasting Light before thy darkness shone ! 
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SONNET. 

What shall I call thee ? Thou shalt be my flower, 
More sweet in scent, more delicate in hue, 
Than in terrestrial garden ever grew, 
Than ever blossom'd in Edenic bower. 
What shall I call thee ? Thou shalt be my star. 
There is a bright one in the southern sky 
I 've christen' d Stella, and, with beaming eye, 
Burning with love, it views me from afar. 
What have I called thee, love ? A flower, a star ; 
The sweetest and the brightest things that glow 
In heaven above, or bloom in earth below : 
Stars, flowers, the emblems of true beauty are. 
Then rise, O Star ! upon my starless gloom ; 
O Flower, bewitch me with thy sweet perfume ! 
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SPKING IS COME. 



I. 

" Spbing is come ! " the Winter cried, 
Bow'd his hoary head, and died. 
Bound his tomb the Storms, all dumb, 
Mutely motion'd, " Spring is come." 

n. 

As I heard dead Winter's cry, 
Spring herself came tripping by ; 
And the snow-flakes would not stay, 
And the Tempest fled away. 

in. 

" Spring is come ! " the lily said, 

" Spring ! " and waved her lovely head. 

Ere the echo faintly died, 

" Spring is come ! " the rose replied. 
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IV. 

" Spring is come ! " the brooklet gush'd 
In a murmur sweet and hush'd ; 
And it glisten' d as it thought 
That the winter snows were not. 

V. 
" Spring is come ! " the laughing breeze 
Whisper'd to the dancing trees ; 
And the bees, with pleasant hum, 
Gaily answer'd, " Spring is come." 

VI. 

" Spring is come ! " the blackbird sang ; 
Wood and valley sweetly rang. 
And the lark, in skies up-far, 
TrilTd it to the morning star. 

VII. 
" Spring is come ! " the little lamb 
Bleated in the morning calm, 
Till his music, quaint and shrill, 
' Woke the echo in the hill. 
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VIII. 

Grazing on the early grass, 
Saw the steed the angel pass ! 
And he neigh'd the joyful news 
Through the heavy-falling dews. 

IX. 
Sailing though the skies along, 
Caught the clouds the happy song ; 
And they carolTd as they fled, 
" Spring is risen from the dead ! " 

X. 

Up to heaven the anthem roll'd, 
Through its aisles of pearl and gold ; 
And the angels join'd the strain, 
" Spring is come to Earth again." 
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MOUNT ST. MICHAEL. 1 



At thy foot the billows roar, 
On thy brow *s a castle-crown ; 

From thy summit to the shore 
Slopes the grassy hill-side down. 

Girt with many a mighty rock, 

What can thy foundation shock ? 



There for ages thou hast stood, 
There thou standest still secure ; 

Sweeping storm, and foaming flood, 
Ages hence shall prove thee sure. 

Long, O Mount, shalt thou defy 

All the wrath of sea and sky ! 



Vi de Note at the end. 
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In the boisterous days of yore, — 

Days of love and chivalry, — 
Bound thee burst the blast of war, 

Kaved the battle's revelry ; 
Cloven casques and shatter* d brands 
Lay upon thy crimson sands. 



But a far more cheering scene 
Than of garments roll'd in gore, 

Old St. Michael, hast thou seen 
In the joyous days of yore ; 

When full many a festive throng 

Danced thy stately courts among. 



Barons gather'd on thy height, 
Banners waved upon thy walls; 

Gallant lords and ladies bright 
Glided through the sacred halls, 

Where before high masses rose 

For the Norman King's repose. 
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Further back, when Pharaoh's wheels 
Chased the flying Hebrew bands, 

Or what time the Grecian keels 
Grated on the Trojan sands, 

'Neath thy rocks from realms afar 

Sail'd the Tyrian mariner. 



Gone are Tyrian sail and mast, 
Hush'd the swelling dirge sublime, 

Silenced is the trumpet's blast, 
And the bell's enchanting chime. 

Baron went, and Baron came, — 

Thou remainest still the same. 



Royal feet in recent years, 
Royal feet thy soil have trod, 

'Mid a thousand thrilling cheers 
Walk'd along thy emerald sod ; 

Cross'd thine immemorial halls, 

Stood upon thy castle walls. 
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Wert thou vocal, thou couldst tell 

Many a tale of mystery ; 
Strange events that thee befell 

In thy varied history ; 
Love and battle, feast and feud, 
And a hundred deeds of blood ! 



Monument of ages fled, 

With thy castle-crested brow, 

Thou shalt stand when we are dead, 
In the coming age as now ; 

And the waves about thy feet, 

Pyramid ! shall ever beat. 
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ST. JOHN BAPTIST. 

In the desert cries the Preacher, 

In the desert bleak and bare, 
Haunt of many a ravenous creature, 

Of the lion and the bear : 
And his voice the blood will curdle 

Of the sinners flocking there. 
Bound his loins a leathern girdle 

Clasps a robe of camel's hair. 

Go ye out and hear the Preacher, 

Learned scribe and sceptic cold ; 
For he is a wondrous teacher, 

And his words are words of gold. 
Ye who, for damnation riper, 

Vainly flee impending woe, 
Go, ye brood of hellish viper, 

To the desert Prophet go. 
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In the dungeon lies the Preacher, 

In the dungeon cold and bare, 
Where his warnings cannot reach her, 

Herod's mistress bold and fair. 
Now, temptress, deck thy daughter, 

Bring the timbrel, dance and sing : 
To the banquet hall she brought her, 

And she danced before the King. 

" I will give thee, noble maiden, 

Half my realm," the Tetrarch said ; 
" Give me, Sire, a charger laden, 

Laden with the Baptist's head." 
Blessed Preacher, holy martyr, 

Victim of a woman's craft ; 
At the black infernal barter 

Herod's master loudly laugh'd. 

In his heart his promise rankles, 

Yet he, wine and passion led, 
For the dancer's pretty ancles 

Gave the Baptist's holy head. 
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As the headsman with his gory 

* 

Burden to the damsel kneels, 
Through the open gates of glory 
BolTd the prophet's flaming wheels. 
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A VISION. 

Paib, beautifully fair, with large, bright eyes, 

And marble brow, through which the blue veins flow'd ; 

With drooping wing, and pensive, mournful gaze, 

And silent step, I saw, at dead of night, 

A form unearthly through the city glide. 

Her golden hair flow'd loosely o'er her shoulder ; 

Her lip was bloodless, and her cheek was pale, — 

O pale exceedingly, save when a glow 

Of delicate crimson flush'd and flash'd like thought, 

And vanish' d like a passing thought again. 

Upon her bosom lay a lovely bunch 

Of flowers, all faded ; and her thin, white hand 

Held loosely what was once a blooming rose. 

There was a melancholy in her gaze, 

A magic in her large and lustrous eye, 

A mystery in her slow and noiseless tread, 

A beauty on her white and crystal cheek, 
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A hidden meaning in her wither' d flowers, 

A pensive sadness on her marble brow, 

That thrill'd the soul, and raised a wonder there. 

Onward she trod, and, as she pass'd along, 

She sang, with faltering voice, this mournful song ;- 

" The tomb, the tomb, the voiceless tomb ! 
I pluck the brightest buds that bloom, 
I snatch the sweetest flowers that wave, 
And bear them to an early grave. 
The best and fairest things of Earth, 
That seem of more than mortal birth, 
Of heavenly hue, and angel grace, 
I fold them in my cold embrace ; 
I pluck them in their youthful bloom, 
And lay them in the voiceless tomb, — 
The tomb, the tomb, the tomb 

" The father's joy, the widow's trust, 
I love to scatter in the dust. 
I snatch the youth in beauty's pride, 
The maiden from her lover's side, 
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The blooming bride in all her charms, 
The infant from its mother's arms. 
I mark the loveliest for my prey, 
And bear them stealthily away. 
'Mid weeping for their early doom, 
I lay them in the voiceless tomb, — 

The tomb, the tomb, the tomb ! 

! Weep, Mother, for thy child ! 
Weep, Father, loud and wild ! 
She shall be no longer thine ; 
I have kiss'd her, she is mine ! 
Sigh, Lover, for thy bride ! 
I will tear her from thy side ; 
I will clasp her in my arms, 
I will rob her of her charms. 
Weep, O Widow, for thy son ! 
I will bear him from thy sight ; 
Weep, Maiden, fair and bright ! 
For thy race is almost run. 
I am gathering for the grave 
All the sweetest flowers that vravt \ 
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I am gathering every day, 

I will bear you all away, 

And will lay you, bud and bloom, 

In the cold and voiceless tomb, — 

The tomb, the tomb, the tomb ! " 

Her song had ceased ; but still the midnight air 
Kang with the echoes of " the tomb, the tomb ! " 
Her voice died faintly on my ravish'd ear, 
Her form pass'd slowly from my wondering eye ; 
But ere she faded fully from my view 
I recognised the angel form of Death, — 
Consumption. I had seen her once before, 
And knew her face again. 



« 
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THE BURIAL OF ABNEE. 

T. 
Hi.BK, hark ! o'er Judah's hills and plains 

Rolls deep and wild the voice of woe. 
Yon martial host a Chiefs remains 

To burial bear, and weeping go. 

n. 

The spears of twice ten thousand gleam 
From mountain crag, and sloping vale ; 

On darkly pours the living stream, 
Up slowly rolls the solemn wail ! 

m. 

Around the hero's early grave 

In silence stands that proud array ; 

The mightiest cohorts of the brave, 
The flower of Hebrew chivalry. 
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IV. 

Priest, warrior, elder, prophet, — all 
Gaze on the dead in sorrow deep ; 

Lament the gallant Chieftain's fall, 
Lift up their voice to heaven, and weep 

V. 
Abner, alas ! by Hebron's walls 

Thy heart's best blood is streaming now , 
As one before the wicked falls, 

Son of the brave, so fellest thou ! 

VI. 
Not in the fight, where he who sheds 

His life-blood grasps the crown of Fame ; 
Not on the field, where Glory spreads 

Her halo o'er the warrior's name : 

vn. 

Not dashing through the charging rank, 
Not sweeping o'er the smitten foe ; — 

A false one's blade thy blood hath dranl 
A traitor's hand hath laid thee low ! 
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VIII. 

Mourn, Israel, mourn ! the arm of him 
That saved thee oft no more may save : 

His heart is cold, his eye is dim, 
The mighty slumbers in his grave. 

IX. 
Hark, hark ! there breaks o'er Judah's plains 

The cry of twice ten thousand men ; 
A Monarch chants the solemn strains, 

And all the people weep again. 



82 



MIDNIGHT. 



Sank the day in flaming splendour 'neath the horizon's 

hilly crest, 
And behind him barr T d and bolted stood the gateways 

of the West. 

Came the night with star and shadow, and a lovely silver 

moon, 
Like a faint and faded likeness of the glorious god of 

noon. 

Seem'd as if the Earth were sleeping, and around her 

sable bed 
All the nymphs of heaven were watching, with Diana at 

their head ; 
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Seem'd as if the Earth were dying, and the angels o'er 

the sky 
All were shedding golden tear-drops, to behold the 

sufferer die ; 

Seem'd as if the Earth were buried, buried, and above 

her tomb 
Moon had come, with all her children, to lament her 

sister's doom ! 

And a crowd of thoughts, like shadows, slowly on my 

spirit fell, 
And I felt my young heart tremble 'neath the midnight's 

mighty spell; 
And I wept among the weepers ; why I wept I could not 

tell. 

II. 

There was weeping at that moment many a worn and 

weary one i 
Many a mother, broken-hearted, weeping o'er her dying 

son, 

G a 
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Watching with intensest anguish for the spirit's parting 

sign, 
As from out its earthen socket leap'd the flickering light 

divine. 



'Neath the bridge's gloomy arches, blacker, gloomier 

than the grave, 
Wept the outcast as above her coldly closed the stifling 

wave, 



And sweet dreams of home and childhood rush'd across 

her troubled soul ; 
Darker dreams of pride and passion, of the tempter and 

the fall. 



Saw her father read his Bible sitting in his cushion'd 

chair; 
Heard her mother, long departed, teaching words of 

infant prayer. 
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Through the streets all dim, deserted, thronged alley, 

rural lane, 
Pass'd the angels of bereavement, woe and weeping in 

their train. 

> 

In the city, in the country, in the mansion, in the 

cot, 
Tears were shedding for the dying, and the loved ones 

who " are not." 

Many a passing soul stood trembling on Life's stormy 

death-wash' d shore 
At the ocean's boundless reaches, and the waves' eternal 

roar : 

And the shadows of the midnight darkly on my spirit 

fell, 
And I felt my young heart tremble 'neath its mighty 

mystic spell : 
And I wept among the weepers ; why I wept I could not 

tell. 
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THE HONEYSUCKLE. 



Sweet are the hedges where 
The honeysuckle grows ; 

Sweet is the woodland air 
O'er which its fragrance flows. 



Morn, as he leaps along 
The valleys and the woods, 

Wafting the skylark's song, 
Waving a million buds ; 



And Evening, creeping still 
Among the failing dew, 

With shadow on the hill, 
And mist upon the view ; — 
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Creeping from bower to bower, — 
Leaping from wood to wood, — 

Bathes not a sweeter flower, 
Waves not a sweeter bud. 



Gem of the scented glade, 
How soft is thy perfume ! 

In sunshine, shower, and shade, 
How beautiful thy bloom ! 



88 



THE STILL SMALL VOICE. 

The whirlwind raved round Horeb's steep, 
And brake upon its solemn head ; 

Then trembled in the tempest's sweep 
The everlasting rocks with dread ; 

And crag and cliff, in terror deep, 
Adown its riven caverns fled. 
God was not in the wind ! 



The storm was scarcely hush'd, when, lo ! 

The mountain heaved with sudden pain ; 
Its summits tottered to and fro, 

An earthquake rent the ground in twain, 
And blent, in one wild overthrow, 

Valley and hill, and peak and plain. 
God was not in the shock ! 
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Whirlwind and earthquake both had spent 

The utmost of their vengeful ire, 
When, long in deep abysses pent, 

Up burst the flames in ruin dire, 
And wrapt the mountain, torn and rent, 

In one red robe of living fire. 
God was not in the flame ! 



Quench'd is the flame, the blaze, the glare, 
And death-like silence reigns o'er all ; 

Hark ! hark ! upon the sleeping air 
There floats a voice so still and small ; 

The Prophet veils his face in prayer, 

And worships at the gentle call, — 

The still small voice of God ! 



90 



SUMMER. 

I. 
Queen of the Seasons ! daughter of the Sun ! 

Around thy throne eternal glories roll ; 

Thy dazzling sway extends from gleaming pole 
To glowing line, through many a changing zone. 

II. 
With what glad heart the shivering savage eyes 

Thy first bright sunbeam gild the polar plains ! 

How thrills the warm blood through his frozen veins 
When o'er the' eternal snows he sees thee rise. 

m. 

O ! who may paint the horrors of that night, 
That dreary wilderness of storm, and cold, 
And darkness felt ? stern Winter's strongest hold, 

Uncheer'd, save by the wild Auroran light. 
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IV. 

Above the northern tropic seated high, 

QnrivalTd splendour ! ever potent heat ! 

O'er half the world thou reign'st ; beneath thy feet 
"What empires stretch, what varied regions lie ! 

V. 

In thy eternal glare the Indies shine ; 

Cathay, Ceylonia, with their groves and balms, 
Sahara, Syria,' with their sands and palms, 

Bloom in thy smile, or 'neath thy fury pine. 

VI. 

The sacred Ganges from its primal maze, 
And mighty Bramaputra, pouring wide 
Throughout the burning East their ceaseless tide, 

Smoke in thy ray, and dwindle in thy blaze ! 

VII. 
The parch'd Hindoo, hot, panting, seeks the stream, 

Or thick-arch'd grove, to cool his fever'd veins ; 

The sun-smote pilgrim on Arabia's plains 
Gasps out his death-groan in thy fatal beam. 
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VIII. 

On us more temp'rate, in our northern isle, 
Thy soften'd glories thou dost shower around ; 
And, lo 1 ten thousand flowerets gem the ground, 

And fruits unnumber'd ripen in thy smile. 

IX. 

Geranium, woodbine, pansy, cactus, brier, 
Carnation, fuschia, — hosts in endless bloom, — 
Pour o'er thy scented air their sweet perfume, 

And tinge with radiant dyes thy bright attire. 

X. 

Thine are the silver clouds, the azure sky, 

The sleeping ocean, and the gladsome earth ; 
Thine are the grove's blithe songs, the woodland's mirth, 
Fresh morn, calm eve, and noon, broad, fervid, high ! 

XI. 
Luxuriantly waves the golden corn, 

In thy mild breath, the slopes and meads among ; 

Or falls amid the reaper's jocund song, 
To crowd thy lap, and fill thy plenteous horn. 
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XII. 

But yet not universal is thy reign ; 

Fierce Winter sways alternate south and north ; 

At thy retreat he comes in fury forth, 
Sweeping destruction over earth and main. 

XIII. 
Old Himalaya, mightiest mountain name ! 

Proud rears its white brow 'mid thy torrid glow ; 

Its adamant cliffs of never melted snow 
Frown at thy fervour, and defy thy flame. 

XIV. 
E'en now behind thee, clad in mantle brown, 

With solemn mien grave Autumn creeps along ; 

At her keen touch the forest monarchs strong 
Shake off their leaves to form her fading crown. 

XV. 

Nor could we always bear thy glowing ray, 
Nor bask for ever in thy cloudless gaze : 
O ! who could brook the insufferable blaze 

Of blinding sunshine and eternal day P 



94 SUMMER. 

XVI. 

Harmonious revolutions ! changes meet ! 

Te roll submissive to your Maker's will. 

O Wisdom Infinite ! Thy matchless skill, 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter, all repeat. 
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SONG. 

Thy brow is whiter than the snow 

Upon the mountain peak ; 
And richer than the ruby's glow 

The bloom upon thy cheek. 
Thy form it is an angel's, love ; 

A goddess thee I call ; 
But thy heart it is a woman's, love, 

And that 's the best of all ! 

Thine eye is brighter than the sky, 

And bluer than the deep ; 
And lovelier than the rose's dye 

The coral of thy lip. 
Thy form it is an angel's, love ; 

A goddess thee I call ; 
But thy heart it is a woman's, love, 

And that 's the prime of &\\A 
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Thy voice is sweeter than the lark's, 

Even when he singeth best ; 
And sorter than the eider down 

The pillow of thy breast. 
Thy form it is an angel's, love ; 

A goddess thee I call ; 
But thy heart it is a woman's, love, 

And that 's the crown of all ! 
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THE MINER. 

I. 
Down, down a thousand fathoms deep, exploring 

The hidden treasures of old Earth, thou goest ; 
Full many a vein in Nature's antique flooring, 

Fill'd with the rich and precious ore, thou knowest. 

n. 

In beds beneath the dusky tin lies sleeping, 
The copper lurks in caverns dark below, 

Where granite rocks their solemn watch are keeping, 
As if to guard them from the' invading foe. 

III. 
Bright rubies deck the walls of halls Titanic, 

In subterranean caves the silver shines ; 
And scatter' d here and there by storms volcanic, 

Unnumber'd diamonds flash in mountain mines. 
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IV. 

Within the depths of mountains Chimborazon, 

Beneath the feet of Himalayan piles, 
Ten thousand ingots of bright metal blazon 

Like flaming lamps in dim cathedral aisles. 

V. 
And thou dost battle with a myriad perils, 

And wrest from Earth's strongholds her choicest things, 
To grace with sparkling amethysts and beryls 

The breasts of Beauty, and the brows of Kings ! 

VI. 
But who, while gazing on the jewel's glory, 

Or revelling in his heaps of golden wealth, 
Will think on thy short life and mournful story, 

Thy broken spirits and thy ruin'd health ? 

VII. 
Ah ! like to thee are they who, ever toiling, 

Sinking deep shafts into the world of mind, 
Bear from the gulfs where lava thoughts lie boiling 

The choicest, costliest treasures they can find. 
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vm. 

O I who may tell the pangs, the joys, the gladness, 
The rapt aspirings and the fever'd dreams, 

The frenzied phantasies, and solemn madness, 
With which the life of many a martyr teems ? 

IX. 

What sleepless nights are spent in mental travail, 

The spirit writhing with unearthly pain ! 
They know, they feel, who mystic thoughts unravel, 

The burning eye-lid, and the aching brain. 

X. 

Yet by the cold, stern world how oft unheeded 

The child of Genius sinks into the grave ; 
As though that worn out, frail one never needed 
An eye to pity, or an arm to save ! 

XI. 

Who thanks the poet for his golden treasures, 
His priceless gems, his diamonds rare and bright ? 

Those glowing visions, and those marvellous measures 
Which cost young souls their very life to write. 

K 2 



100 THE MINE*. 

XIL 

Who, the sweet draught of song nectarean drinking, 
Quaffing the rich red wine from young hearts wrung, 

Upon the bard's dark fate and misery thinking, 
Will weep for him who hath so sweetly song ? 
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HARVEST. 

'T is pleasant in the time of Spring— 

The morning of the year, 
When thrush, and lark, and blackbird sing 

Their caroh everywhere ; 
When bud the trees from twig to root — 
To see the tender green corn shoot. 



And when the year's fair morning 's gone, 
And noon comes broad and high, 

How sweet the emerald grass upon, 
Beneath the trees, to lie, 

And count the sheep all newly shorn, 

And watch the waving fields of com- 
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But when the green 's all sunn'd to gold 
And harvest month appears, 

! then how lovely to behold 
The yellow, dancing ears, 

Sinking and rising, free and fair, 

In every little breath of air. 



Ay ! 't is a joyous sight to see 
The waving corn-fields fall, 

The reapers working cheerily 
Along the golden wall ; 

While quick before your wandering eyes 

A thousand pyramids arise ! 



And glorious then is all the land, 

And sweet the country air; 
And busy every reaping hand 

That wields the sickle there ; 
And pleasant all the country walks, 
'Mid binding sheaves, and building shocks. 
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And happy seem the sweating swains 
That toss the sheaves along, 

And beautiful the piled-up wains, 
And glad the driver's song ; 

And pleasant then the fields to roam, 

And join the shout of " Harvest home ! 



j> 
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TWILIGHT. 

I. 
The holy gloom of twilight, 

Sweet is its sacred power, 
And sweet the thoughts that wrap the soul 

In its mysterious hour. 

n. 

As on the hoary rock I sit, 
Beneath the pines' dark shade, 

Dim visions of the storied Past 
Before me flit and fade. 

in. 

Two godlike forms stand clearly out, 

Against the saffron skies ; 
Beside the flowery stream which fiow'd 

Southward through Paradise. 
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IV. 

Beneath the palm-tree's pleasant shade, 

In the twilight dusk and brown, 
Angels bright and virgins fair 

Awander up and down. 

V. 

And the dim outline of the ark 

Looms in the dying light : 
And the grey patriarchs come and laugh 

At its vast length and height. 

VI. 

In Syrian forest, vast and wild, 

Hagar goes weeping by ; 
Her voice comes ringing through the woods, 

" Let me not see him die." 

VII. 
And pillow'd upon yonder stone 

A dusty pilgrim lies ; 
He sees a ladder in his dream 

Which reacheth to the skies ; 
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VIII. 

A ladder, with its foot on earth, 

Its top among the stars, 
And angels gliding up and down 

Upon the golden bars. 

IX. 
A noble, outlaw' d Hebrew youth 

Crouches at even-fall 
In desert grot, and mountain cave, 

For fear of savage SauL 

X. 

He stumbles on his sleeping foe ; 

One thrust of dagger deep 
Will clear the pathway to a throne : 

Nay, let the madman sleep. 

XI. 
And there where Babylon's waters roll, 

An exiled Hebrew band, 
Facing the fading West, bewail 

Their wasted Fatherland. 
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XII. 

In cottage doorway, 'mong the hills 

Of sunny Galilee, 
Sits the Maid-Mother, thought-entranced, 

The babe God on her knee. 

XEII. 
Where the tall olives clustering wave, 

Upheld by angel hands, 
Wrestles the Master. Par away, 

The torches of the bands, 

XIV. 
Roman and Jew, with swords and staves, 

Gleam through the leafy dell. 
Shouting they come. " Hail, Master, hail ! 

Cries the dark son of hell. 

XV. 

Across those waters deep and blue, 

In yon high tower, a light, 
Like a bright and blazing star, 

Glitters through the night ; 



>> 
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XVL 

Glitters like a blazing star, 

And in its guiding beam 
Rises Leander's head, as he 

Strikes out across the stream. 

xvn. 

On the dim border of the wood, 
With high uplifted hands, 

Deep read in dark forgotten lore, 
A Druid prophet stands ; 

XVIII. 
And the brave warrior widow queen 

Before the hoary seer, 
With vassal stout, and chieftain strong, 

Chariot and charioteer. 

XIX. 
In trackless labyrinth, a knight 

Walks with a maiden blonde ; 
King Henry is the noble knight, 

The maiden, Rosamond. 
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XX. 

The lilies bend around as when 

Stirr'd by a summer breath : 
Fair one ! for thee the dagger waits, 

And the dark bowl of death. 

XXI. 
And the famed northern queen, who sway'd 

With a magnetic spell 
The hearts of all men, and for whom 

Eull many a lover fell, 

XXII. 
Steals down the castle steps, wave-wash'd, 

Winds low and waters lulTd ; 
The shallop creeps along the loch, 

By one strong rower pull'd. 

XXIII. 
Proud Greek, brave Roman, Paynim bold, 

Pass through the falling shades : 
Women whose loves fill earth with song, 

Knights of the old Crusades : 
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XXIV. 

Men of great deeds and glorious names, 
Stern purpose, iron will;— 

The shadows deepen o'er the grove, 
And all is dark and still. 

XXV. 

And the old clock from neighbour town 

Bolls out a faint Eleven. 
The night winds moan among the pines, 

And the stars shine in heaven. 



Ill 



GOD BLESS THEE, CHILD ! 

God bless thee, child ! 
Through Life's dark straits thou sail'st into the sea, 
The boundless sea, magnificent or wild, 

Of thine eternity. 

Were that same hand, 
That fashion'd thee, to launch some mighty globe 
Upon our sky, and clothe the stranger grand 

With light as with a robe, 

What wild surprise 
At that strange sight our wondering souls would fill ! 
Yet here, in this frail cradle, lo ! there lies 

A greater wonder still. 
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God bless thee, child ! 
I would not read thy future if I could ; 
A future calm, and beautiful, and mild, 

Or stain'd with guilt and blood. 

Pierce hate, and pain, 
And love may make thy heart a field of strife ; 
Great, god-like thoughts may struggle in thy brain, 

Great deeds adorn thy life 1 

Earth's gloomy way 
Is hedged with suffering, and with sin defiled ; 
Wherefore I now to life's great Author pray, 

O Father 1 bless the child. 
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RABBI, BONUM EST, 



" Master 1 it is good to be 
On the holy mount with Thee. 
Here, O Master, grant that we 
Build Thee tabernacles three ; 
One for Elias there shall be, 
For Moses one, and one for Thee. 



»» 



Thus exclaim' d the chosen three ; 
Spake the sons of Zebedee ; 
Always leader of the van, 
Spake the fiery fisherman ; 
" Here, Master, grant that we 
Evermore abide with Thee." 
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But they knew not what they said — 
Hark ! it thunders overhead ; 
Tjo ! the voice of Him who spoke 
Shakes the mountain, breaks the rock ; 
While the saints in clouds of light 
Vanish from their dazzled sight. 



Had they, with a prophet's ken, 
Swept the wondrous future then, 
AX their feet what scenes had lain — 
Heights of glory, depths of pain ! 
But their heavy eyes of clay 
"Flash'd not with prophetic ray. 



Saw they not their Lord and Head 
Like a lamb to slaughter led ; 
Saw Him not in glory risen 
From the grave's demolish'd prison, 
Nor the cloven flame-tongues fall 
On the Spirit's Festival. 
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Saw not fabled Mars and Pan 
Bow before the Son of Man, 
While the Grecian god unknown 
Stagger'd from his falling throne, 
And Olympic Jove no more 
Shook the nations with his roar. 



Saw they not the rack, the wheel, 
Scourging thong and stabbing steel ; 
Heard not the mad multitude 
Fiercely clamouring for their blood ; 
Nor the throng'd arena ring 
At the brute's tremendous spring. 



Saw not Peter's death abhorr'd ! 
Saw not worm-plagued Herod's sword 
Dripping with the blood of James. 
Saw they not the cauldron's flames, 
And the island's vision' d caves 
Wash'd with wild iEgean waves. 
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As of old Thy chosen three, 

So, Master, now are we : 

On the mount like them we pray, 

But we know not what we say ; 

For through blood, and flame, and strife, 

Lies the path that leads to life. 
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STANZAS. 



I 'll weave a garland for my love, 
A garland of the sweetest flowers ; 

1 '11 weave a garland for my love, 
CulTd from the Muses' bowers. 



The fairest lilies from their stalks 
I 'U crop to crown thy queenly head ; 

And twine, among thy raven locks, 
The white rose and the red. 



I '11 wreath around thy snowy neck 
The brightest flowers of rictost hue ; 

Carnations rath thy breast shall deck, 
And violets, damp witk to*. 
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I '11 weave a garland for my love, 
A garland of the sweetest flowers ; 

I '11 weave a garland for my love, 
Cull'd from the Muses' bowers. 
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MOUNT'S BAY. 

I. 
Where once a solemn forest stood 

Majestic in the days of yore, 
Now rolls and breaks the ocean flood 

Against the wide extended shore. 

II. 
Sublimely now the grand old deep 

Sweeps o'er the scene in all his pride ; 
Beneath — the sacred Druids sleep, 

Above — the stately frigates glide. 

in. 

No longer now from wood or brake 
The wolf leaps madly on his prey, 

No longer now to rill or lake 
The fawn darts timidly away. 
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IV. 
No wild boar rashes through, the glade, 

No deer adown the greenwood springs ; 
No white-hair'd minstrel haunts the shade, 

And sweetly strikes the sounding strings. 

V. 

No eager crowds expectant stand 
Bound the rough altar red with gore ; 

No awful Priest his bloody hand 
lifts o'er the smoking shrine of Thor. 

VI. 

Tne ravenous wolf, the noble stag, 
Ihe hidden cells of ocean throng ; 

While o'er their graves the trader's flag 
Floats like a flaming star along. 

vn. 

T he home-bound vessel stays and tacks, 
The steam ship comes a-roaring in, 

* nd the dark fleets of fishing smacks 
Sail up the little town of Lyn. 
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VIII. 
I rove along the surf-beat shore, 

Before me rolls the restless wave ; 
While o'er the tide St. Michael hoar 

Stands like a watchman, lone and brave ; 

IX. 

Where he, a hundred ages back, ' 
Look'd out on leagues of fir and oak ; 

And heard the blazing fagots crack, 
And saw the granite altars smoke. 

X. 

Lo ! from the gulf again they rise, 

Again the spacious forest waves ; 
The altars groan with sacrifice, 

The Druids issue from their graves. 

XI. 

The scene is changed — the woods are lost — 

And o'er the swelling stormy tide 
The ponderous ships of Tyre are tost, 

The galleys of Phenicia ride. 
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XII. 
And they, the masters of the main, 

The Roman captains, fortune led, 
And the grim sea-kings, in their train, 

Successive rove from head to head. 

XIII. 
Or round the point, with ragged rig, 

Her lofty decks with sailors lined, 
A batter'd vessel, bluff and big, 

Comes rolling in before the wind. 

XIV. 
The sails are furl'd on mast and yard, 

And o'er her side, with song and shout, 
The old Crusaders, burnt and scarr'd, 

From Eastern fields, leap gaily out. 

XV. 
Again, beneath a summer sky, 

In line of battle, deep and strong, 
The Spanish fleet goes sailing by, 

The proud Armada sweeps along. 
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XVI. 
O visions dim of bygone days ! 

How sweet to watch your shadows flit ; 
Through Time's forgotten book to gaze, 

And read its pages quaintly writ ! 
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HYMN TO THE HOLY SPIRIT. 

FROM THE LATIN. 
I. 

Gome, Holy Ghost, Immortal Sun 1 
On our dark souls Thy glory lift : 

Father of every lowly one, 
Giver of every perfect gift. 

II. 

Come, Light of every dreary heart, 
The lonely spirit's sweetest Guest : 

Thou, Thou, the best Consoler art, 
In suffering ease, in labour rest : 

III. 
In days of fierce and fervid heat, 

A grateful shadow, cool and calm ; 
In times of tears, a solace sweet, 

The weeping spirit's soothing balm. 
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IV. 

ever blessed Light Divine, 

Come ! fill Thy people's inmost heart ; 

In Thy great human temple shine, 
And shed Thy beams thro' every part. 

V. 

Man is a chaos, drear and dim, 

Without Thy brooding Deity ; 
No good, no beauty dwells in him, 

Nothing from guilt and darkness free. 

VI. 
wash away the stains of sin, 

O flood the parch'd and thirsty soul ! 
pour the oil of healing in, 

And make the wounded spirit whole. 

VII. 
Whate'er is proud and stubborn break ; 

Thy sunshine on the frozen pour ; 
Cherish the sick, uphold the weak, 

The weary wandering ones restore. 
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The mountains leap'd in wild affright 
Where'er His fiery chariots came ; 
He spake, and flying bolts of flame 

Shatter'd the crags and rent the height. 

The waters left their flooded shore 
As down the river's marshy banks. 
Before the many column'd ranks, 

The Priests their sacred burden bore. 

Thou swollen stream, thou stormy deep, 
Whose voice subdued your stubborn wills P 
And you, ye everlasting hills, 

Whose thunders broke your heavy sleep P 

Earth, quake again before thy God, 
Tremble beneath thy Maker's frown, 
Who rolls the rocks in torrents down, 

And shakes the mountains with His nod. 



129 



TO THE CLOUDS. 

Ye wanderers o'er the bright, blue sky, 
Whence do ye come, and whither fly ? 

We come from regions far away, 
Swift is our flight, and short our stay ! 
The sun hath kiss'd us by his beam 
From dew-drop, ocean, lake, and stream ; 
From gushing brook, and dripping rose, 
From mountain floods, and Alpine snows, 
From where the vast Atlantic raves, 
From sparkling streams, and foaming waves ! 

We shade the sun, and shroud the sky, 
And flood the earth, as on we fly ; 
We frolic free before the storms, 
And dance in a thousand antic forms ; 
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We linger through the summer skies, 
Tinged with gold and crimson dyes, 
Or hurry through the wintry night 
Like foemen rushing to the fight ! 

The lark comes up our heights among 
And fills our azure fields with song ; 
The hawk sweeps by with graceful swing, 
The eagle beats his mighty wing. 
Within our depths the lightning glows, 
The thunder sleeps in deep repose, 
And rainbows bright, where'er we fly, 
We strew along the darken* d sky ! 

Beneath us, as we float along, 

Lie battle fields and lands of song ; 

Provencal vineyard, Flemish plain, 

Danubian valleys thick with grain ; 

Long canals and many a barge 

With goodly bales, and mainsail large, 

Slow steering down through pastures calm 

To the throng'd marts of Amsterdam. 
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Dark forests of Norwegian pine, 

Larches and limes ; sweet knots of Hne 

Feeding among the daisied grass; 

Wide gleaming lakes. Bright spires of brass, 

Cathedral roofs, old market-squares 

Gay with the hues of gaudy wares ; 

Squadrons of men in battled sets, 

Long lines of levelTd bayonets. 

Below us blooms the orange-blowth 
In the warm gardens of the South. 
The storied Rhine goes winding down 
By ruin'd keep and castled town ; 
And farther north the smoky Thames 
Dark with a thousand tapering stems ; 
Sweet hamlets, hedges white with may, 
And merry children red with play. 

We go to bless the thirsty land, 

And scatter life on every hand ; 

To deck the trees and raise the flowers, 

And cheer the Earth with gentle showers ; 
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To gem the sward, and tint the bud, 
And pour new charms o'er copse and wood, 
And wake in valley, grove, and glen, 
A thousand sweets to life again ! 

The forest gladdens at our sight, 
The flowerets drink with deep delight ; 
The gasping woodland sings and smiles, 
With laughter ring the barren wilds ; 
The desert blossoms as the rose, 
The river leaps, the rill o'erflows ; 
And thirsty land, and beast, and swain, 
Rejoicing bless our gentle rain ! 

And right across the sky they sped — 
Thus whence they came, and whither fled. 



i 
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ENGLAND ! THY THUNDER SHAKES THE 

SOLEMN SEAS, 

England ! thy thunder shakes the solemn seas, 
The nations tremble at thy mighty roar ; 
Thy red-cross banners wave in every breeze, 
Thy oak-built navies shadow every shore. 
Peerless in majesty, unmatch'd in war, 
Land of the tree, the dauntless, and the brave, 
What foe shall dare assault the Empress of the wave ? 

The ancient East hath bow'd at thy behest, 
The great Mogul hath fallen at thy frown ; 
Thy sword hath cleft the haughty Spaniard's crest, 
And broke the diamonds in proud Russia's crown. 
Let England rise, and empires crumble down ! 
She lifts her spear, they start in wild surprise ; 
She waves her olive-branch, and, lo> the w^tfevt &&&« 
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Where Copenhagen towers above the tides, 
The gallant Dane had ranged his mightiest host ; 
Moor'd in strong line his gunboats and broadsides ; 
And many a battery smoked along the coast ! 
Four hours of glorious battle — all were lost, 
And Denmark's sons lay weltering in their blood, 
While Nelson's banner waved victorious o'er the flood ! 



A thousand white sails flutter in the blast, 
A thousand ringing cheers to heaven arise, 
The signal dances from the lofty mast, 
The cannon flashes, and the wing'd ball flies, 
And fierce and fast each ship to ship replies ; 
For there, upon Aboukir's bloody tide, 
The fleets of France and England in deep battle ride. 



Death broods upon the waves : the boarder springs 

Upon the foeman's deck with loud huzzahs ; 

The bullet hisses, and the cutlass rings, 

Down falls the mast ! but, 'mid the sulphurous haze, 

What means yon sudden, grand, terrific blaze P 
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Hush. ! ye deep-throated guns, in thunder then 
The burning ship blows up-*nd all is war again 1 

And all was silent as an empty hell, 
And all is uproar as a hell set free ! 
Now then, ye gallant gunners, rake them well, 
Up, rake them fore and aft, to wind and lee, 
And send them staggering mastless o'er the sea. 
And brave men fall, and noble blood is shed, 
While the deep cannons roll their service for the dead ! 

They strike ! they strike ! hurrah, they strike again ; 
As one by one the tarnish'd flags come down, 
The joyful shouts of twice ten thousand men 
The* expiring tumult of the battle drown : 
And England wears again the conqueror's crown, 
While the vast navy of her enemy 
In blazing, sinking wrecks around her ships doth lie. 

Aboukir, Camperdown, Trafalgar — these, 
And a thousand other battles thou hast won ! 
Thy flag still floats victorious o'er t\& *&*&* 
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Free as the wind, and glorious as the son ; 
And yet shall triumph, O thou matchless one I 
Till 'mid the roar of battle, deep and loud, 
Unto the red-cross flag all other flags have bow'd. 



137 



TO . 

We will not weep that thou art gone, 

Spirit, so beautiful and young ! 
We will not weep that thou art flown, 

Though hearts be crush'd, and souls be wrung. 
No 1 though an Etna burn within, 

No lava tears shall speak our woe ; 
For thou hast left this world of sin, 

And where thou art we long to go. 

If thou wert lovely here on Earth, 

How beautiful thou now must be ! 
Born of that new immortal birth, 

Sweet daughter of Eternity. 
Thy form how fair, thine eye how bright, 

Purged from the slightest shade of sin, 
One of the ministers of light, 

One of the glorious ChenxbixiA 
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O sister spirit 1 sinless saint 1 

We loved thee once when here below ; 
And, worn and weary, spent and faint, 

Where thou art gone we fain would go. 
Sister ! the angels love thee now 

With holier love and purer flame ; 
They gaze upon thy spotless brow, 

And call thee by a sweeter name. 
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PRAISE. 

Thee all creation lauds, Almighty God ! 
The clouds of silver, and the stars of gold, 
The azure firmament, the flowery sod, 
Thy wondrous power confess, Thy skill unfold. 
The waves of ocean upon ocean roll'd, 
Primordial mountains, wildernesses vast, 
Dust of the desert, nebulas untold, 
The thunder's voice sublime, the wintry blast, 
The calm, sweet breath of Spring — all praise Thee, First 
and Last ! 



To Thee in homage Lebanon's cedars bow, 
And wave their graceful heads Arabia's palms ; 
At thy bright glance burns Cotopaxi's brow ; 
The fierce volcano chants his fiery psalms 
With tongues of glowing flame ! the ToTtuL^aksaa^ 
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And storms Antarctic, Thee alike proclaim ; 
Sahara' 8 hot winds, and Ceylonia's balms, 
Both waft their meed of praise to Thy great name : 
All changing Thee confess immutably the same. 



The countless tribes nor silent are, nor dumb, 
That throng the earth, the ocean, and the air ; 
The lark's blithe carol and the bees' sweet hum 
Thy guardian care proclaim, Thy love declare. 
Thy praise is hymn'd by voices everywhere : 
The vast savanna, and the jungle dense, 
The eagle's eyrie, and the lion's lair, 
Are vocal with Thy fame, and daily thence 
Eise up the choicest notes of Nature's eloquence ! 



How, then, can I be silent ? on whose head 
Ten thousand nobler blessings have been pour'd, 
Ten thousand greater mercies richly shed, 
And while, in joyous songs, with sweet accord, 
The whole Creation glorifies her Lord. 
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Awake, my harp ! and let a strain arise 
Of solemn praise from every voiceless chord ; 
Awake, my harp 1 thy sweetest melodies, 
And blend thy murmurings with the music of the skies. 
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PSALM XXIII. 

No more shall care becloud mine eye, 
The Lord will every want supply, 

Great Shepherd of my soul ! 
He leads me forth to pastures green, 
Where, sylvan groves and meads between, 

Sweet waters gently roll. 



Even though I wander from His fold 
O'er mountain bleak, or barren wold, 

Or strange seductive glen, 
He doth my erring soul reclaim, 
And brings me, for His glorious name, 

In safety back again. 
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Yea, when my heart and spirits fail, 
I walk thro' death's terrific vale, 

No evil will I fear ; 
My comfort are Thy staff and rod, 

For Thou, my Shepherd and my God, 
Art with me even there. 



For me Thy ever bounteous hand 
A plenteous feast, in desert land, 

Hath spread before my foes ; 
The oil of grace perfumes my head ; 
My cup, from Thy profusion fed, 

With blessings overflows. 



Encouraged by Thy mercies past, 
On Thee, Lord ! I humbly cast 

My care for days to come : 
Thy praise shall be my only joy, 
Thy service sweet my chief employ, 

Thy house my constant home. 
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THE SPIRITS QUESTIONINGS. • 

whithee doth the spirit fly, 

When loosen'd from her shrine of clay ? 
Tell me, thou grand eternal sky, 

Te deserts vast, ye mountains grey ! 
Ye sylvan groves of sacred name, 

And thou, tremendous ocean, say, 
O whither doth this deathless flame 

Wing her unknown, her pathless way ? 

Tell me, Sun ! thou diadem 

That burnest on Heaven's forehead bright ; 
Tell me, thou faintest planet gem 

Scarce glimpsed by telescopic sight. 
Hast thou e'er seen the spirit's home, 

Sweet Empress of the spangled night ? 
Or know ye where the soul may roam, 

Wild wanderers through the gulfs of light ? 
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Ye stars ! that in the lofty dome 

Of Nature's glorious temple dwell, 
And lighten up the solemn gloom 

With sacred fire unquenchable : 
O things on earth ! O things in heaven ! 

Where doth the' immortal spirit dwell ? 
One answer, hark ! alone is given : 

" We have not seen, we cannot tell." 

Dwells she where radiant Morning flings 

Her golden hues on Beauty's land ; 
Where Midnight spreads her sable wings, 

And broods in darkness, deep and grand ? 
Or where the evening planet guides 

The van of the celestial band ; 
Where in his car Orion rides, 

And Mars lifts up his warlike hand? 

Is she resorb'd into the sea 

Of boundless being whence she flow'd ? 
Drown'd in the gulfs of Deity, 

Lost in the vast abyss of God ? 

L 
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Or doth she roam, for countless years, 
Throughout the universe abroad, 

Or sleep, with all her hopes and fears, 
A nothing 'neath the emerald sod ? 

I turn from earth, and star, and sun, 

In dreary doubt and deep despair ; 
Earth doth not bind the deathless one, 

The grave doth not conceal her there. 
The sea lifts up his mournful voice, 

" We hold her not," the waves declare ; 
And the wild blast, with fitful noise, 

Wafts back a mocking echo, " Where ? " 

Nature is mute with all her powers ; 

Earth, with her myriad tongues, is dumb 
Dispel the cloud that round me lours, 

Thou from whom all spirits come ! 
From Thee, great Fount of Life, she flows, 

Of being Thou the' eternal sum ! 
To Thee, great Fount of Life, she goes, 

And where Thou art, there is her home. 
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Hers is the secret trackless path 

Screen'd from the vulture's piercing sight ; 
A height the eagle never hath 

Reach'd in his longest, loftiest flight. 
Above the grave's strong dungeon bars, 

Above the reach of earthly night, 
Beyond the sun, beyond the stars, 

And all the wheeling worlds of light. 



1. 2 
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" WATCH." 

" Watch ! " temptation's dark tornadoes 

Sweep the stormy sea of Life ; 
And the night's descending shadows 

Deepen o'er the ocean's strife ; 
Hark ! the tempest howls and hisses ; 

Sunken rocks and reefs beware ; 
Shun the whirlpool's black abysses, 

Shun the maelstroms of despair 1 

" Watch ! " the foe is fierce and subtle, 

Full of sorties and alarms : 
Bivouac in rank of battle, 

Bouse thy slumbering soul to arms I 
Round thy rear thy hellish foeman 

Lurketh with a murderous host : 
Guard each outpost like a Roman ; 

Jf thou steepest, thou art lost. 
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" Watch ! " the oil of grace consumeth : 

Feed the lamp, and trim the light ; 
For the heavenly Bridegroom cometh 

Like a thief at dead of night. 
To the marriage swiftly urging, 

Hear ye not the Master's foot P 
Hasten, thou foolish virgin, 

Ere the door of life be shut ! 

" Watch ! " the stoutest bark may founder, 

Foes attack the strongest camp ; 
And awaking, wild with wonder, 

Thou may'st snatch a darken'd lamp. 
" Watch ! " that at thy Lord's returning 

Thou shalt open to His knock, 
Noon or midnight, eve or morning, 

Or the crowing of the cock. 
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PRAY. 

Pray, O thou lisping child, 

Beside thy infant bed ; 
And clustering angels' guardian wings 

Shall shield thy infant head. 
Pour forth thy artless words 

With faltering voice, and He 
Who spurns the proud man's eloquence 

Will listen unto thee. 

Pray, weeping penitent, 

Bow'd down with fear and sin ; 
Knock at the door of mercy loud, 

And Christ shall let thee in. 
And thou, who ne'er hast pray'd, 

Employ thy fleeting breath 
Ere God, at thy supineness wroth, 

Shall smite thee dumb in death. 
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Pray, thou mother, pray, 

Pray for thy wayward son, 
Pray for the cherub at thy breast, 

Pray for each little one. 
And pray, thou man of God ; 

For, ! thou canst not tell 
How much the strong effectual prayers 

Of righteous men avail. 

Come, let us all kneel down 

And pray for one another ; 
Pray each man for his enemy, 

Pray each man for his brother : 
And each forgive each, as we hope 

At last to be forgiven, 
And Earth, no more the mouth of Hell, 

Shall be the gate of Heaven. 
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A CONTRAST. 
L 

THE CZAB. 

Stretch'd on the bed of death a Monarch lies ; 
His days are number'd : for the dread decree 
Of Him who filTd with terror and surprise 
Belshazzar's halls, hath been pronounced ; and he 
To whom soul-trampled millions bow'd the knee 
But yesterday, before to-morrow's sun 
Shall feebly smite the frozen earth, shall be 
Stripp'd of his grandeur by a mightier One, 
And hurl'd by God's right hand from his blood-spatter'd 
throne ! 

Deep gloom throughout the' imperial Court is spread, 
Pale, anxious forms are hurrying to and fro, 
The Priest is kneeling by the sufferer's bed, 
And solemn words are said in voices low, 
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And brows are veiTd to hide the tears that flow. 
The shades of death are falling on the Czar ; 
But, ere he sinks beneath his dreaded foe, 
In broken dreams he sees the storm of war, 
And hears its awful din come murmuring from afar. 



He sees fair regions ravaged by his hordes, 
Pale widows weeping for their slaughter'd ones ; 
He hears the clang of bayonets and swords, 
And then the thunder of a thousand guns 
Rolls through his dream, and he beholds his sons 
Lead on his grey battalions to the fight ; 
And, as his eye along their columns runs, 
There come the charge, the struggle, and the flight, 
And cold the British cheer on his sick heart doth 
smite ! 



He groans — he starts — the battle disappears, 
The lamp-lit room is silent as the grave ; 
Again he slumbers, and again he hears 
That wild hurrahing of the Guardsmen brave^ 
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Blent with the cheering of the fierce Zouave, 
Rising above the black artillery's roar ! 
Again he starts ; but still that cheer they gave 
Kings in his ears, and, with the cries of war 
Haunting his dying couch, he sleeps to wake no more. 



II. 

THE SOLDIER. 

Abound Sebastopol the wintry snows 

Are lying deep on hill, ravine, and dale ; 

The short, dark day is drawing to a close, 

And fiercely sweeps the mad, infuriate gale, 

And wildly swells the Ocean's mournful wail. 

There, in yon trench, upon a shatter'd gun 

Leans a young soldier, bleeding, faint, and pale ; 

The big, red drops are falling one by one 

On the white snows beneath — his first campaign is 
done. 
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Beside him lies his Minie, and his gaze 
Is firmly bent upon it ; but no more 
Shall he, amid the battle's fiercest blaze, 
Full on the foe the deadly volley pour, 
And with firm hand the gleaming bayonet lower. 
That weapon on the Alma's bloody brow, 
On Inkermann's ensanguined field, he bore ; 
But vain and useless lies it now ; for, lo ! 
Alone he grapples with a sterner, deadlier foe. 

The shells come hissing through the murky air, 
The fragments fall around — he heeds them not ; 
For far away his thoughts are wandering, where 
In some sweet English vale his mother's cot 
In rustic beauty stands ; he sees the spot, 
He hears her praying for her soldier boy, 
Her darling soldier boy ; and then the thought 
Of one who loves him yet more tenderly 
Steals sweetly on his soul, and he prepares to die. 

The grasp of Death is on him, and he clasps 

His trembling hands, and bows his head in prater \ 
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And the warm blood comes gushing as he gasps 
The few, yet fervent words in secret there. 
And he is number'd with the dead. They bear 
The monarch to his tomb with dirge and gun, 
Long lines of troops and proud imperial car : — 
The snows cover the other. He hath run 
A better race : a nobler fight, a brighter victory won ! 
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HYMN OF THE SUN. 



" Praise Him, Sun." 



Jehovah God ! Insufferable Light I 

From whose dread blaze I by reflection shine — 

Eternal Power ! Supreme Omnipotence ! 

By whose vast arm hung in the blue abyss, 

With all the flames that burn thro' Heaven's grand vault, 

In one eternal cycle, I revolve 

Around Thy throne, invisible, unknown — 

Great Source of Life I Fountain of Light and Heat ! 

Thee will I praise with all my tongues of fire. 

I hear the little orbs that round me roll, 

Together sing ! I hear the morning stars 

Shouting aloud for joy ! From worlds on worlds, 

Strew'd in profusion through the boundless deep, 

Bright as the eyes of burning Seraphim, 

Thick as the spears of the embattled hosts 
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That in deep phalanx, and unbroken rank, 
About Thy holy mountain stand, I hear 
One anthem of perpetual worship rise. 
I see the comets, as they near my shores, 
Worn with the travel of a thousand years 
Through the unfathom'd gulfs of space profound, 
Eaising their glowing hands in solemn joy, 
And hear them chanting, " Thou alone art God ! " 
I hear the cherub fires that by me dart, 
Dazzling my glory, and my beams eclipsing, 
With voices, loud as twice ten thousand thunders, 
Cry, " Holy, holy, holy, Lord of hosts ! " 
Through Heaven's eternal gates of glittering pearl, 
And blazing diamonds bright, for aye and aye, 
Sweet sounds of golden harps and silver lutes, 
The holy chorus of the heavenly psalmists, 
The soft, hush'd hymnings of celestial youth, 
The high, harmonious swell of saintly voices, 
Blent with the grand, deep roll of seraph tongues, 
And follow'd by the bursting " Hallelujah ! " 
In solemn peal from all the' angelic choirs, 
Continually do pour. The Heaven, the Earth, 
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World without end, are ever praising, praising, 

Are ever praising, praising Thee, O God ! 

Most High, Most Holy, and Most Awful One. 

Long ere the beat of angel-pinion broke 

The sacred silence of Thy upper Temple, 

Upon Thy great white throne Thou sat'st "I am ! " 

" Let there be light ! " Thou spak'st, and lo ! light was. 

I moved, I shone — and straight ten thousand lamps 

Of glory, blazing thro* the black abyss, 

Lit up the pathway to Thy throne, O God ! 

Thine eye's bright glance can kindle worlds on worlds, 

Enough to carpet o'er the floor of Heaven, 

And vault its firmament with living light. 

Thou weigh'st the planets in Thy balances ; 

Thou boldest in the hollow of Thy hand 

All, all the stars. I feel Thy mighty power ; 

I tremble at Thy glory ; I adore, 

And fear Thy majesty sublime ! Upheld 

By Thee, I shine : O shouldst Thou cast me off, 

O shouldst Thou cut the adamant chain of gold 

Which links me to Thy dread mysterious throne, 

And, in the grandeur of omnipotence, 
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Hurl all our fires together, what a wrack ! 

Then would the elements like parchment blaze ; 

Then would the great Heaven melt with fervent heat ; 

And the red stars, in streams of liquid lava, 

Sweep down the Universe in one fire-flood ! 

Upheld by Thee I shine ; Thy arm is sure ; 

From Thy vast hand all the huge globes of Heaven, 

Solar and stellar, hang. 

Fix'd round Thy awful throne we all shall roll, 

Till Thou, well-pleased, nod the heavens to dust, 

And speak us back to nothingness again. 

We all shall perish — Thou remain'st the same ; 

We all shall change — but Thy years never fail. 

Thy trump, O God ! with solemn blast and loud, 

Blown by a thousand cherubim, shall sound 

Thro* every gulf of this vast universe ; 

Waking hoarse echoes from the tombs of ages, 

Shaking the grand old stars like aspen leaves, 

Eending Orion's golden belt in sunder, 

Breaking the chain that binds the mystic Seven, 

Hurling the nebulae away like chaff, 

Scattering the burning comets up and down, 
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In wrecks upon the shores of sun and star, 
And making war among the hosts of heaven : — 
Then while amid the universal roar, 
The crash of ponderous systems, and the noise 
Of blazing elements, and falling worlds, 
The voice of the archangel swells sublime, 
" I swear by God that Time shall be no more, 
I swear by God that Space no more shall be ! " 
Then wilt Thou blot my glory from the sky, 
Quench my pale ray in Thy great sea of light, 
And drown me in Thy bottomless abysm ! 
Then, as a vesture, wilt Thou fold me up, 
And lay me by for ever, ever, ever. 
Ancient of Days ! Ineffable Jehovah ! 
Light Inaccessible ! Stupendous Glory ! 
Thee will I praise with all my tongues of flame. 



M. 
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THE WRECK OE THE " TAYLEUR." * 

Cheeely sang the seamen, ho, 

As down the river's ebbing tide, 
And past the light-ships moor'd below, 

The vessel dropp'd in all her pride. 
Then, crowding sail on yard and mast, 

Her canvas sweli'd before the breeze ; 
And like a race-horse, strong and fast, 

She bounded o'er the open seas. 

There stood upon her crowded deck 
The ardent youth, the smiling bride : 

Ah 1 little did those fond ones reck 

That Death stood with them side by side. 

2 Vide Note at the end. 
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The thoughtful man of aspect mild, 

The little girl with golden hair, 
The mother and her infant child — 

Youth, Age, and Beauty — all were there. 

They watch'd and watch'd the lessening shore 

Fade slowly from their longing view, 
Till they could see its cliffs no more, 

And bade sweet home a long adieu. 
Bright dreams of wealth arose on some, 

Others o'er shatter'd fortunes pined ; 
Some only yearn'd for joys to come, 

And some for joys they left behind. 

A night, a day, another night 

Have pass'd — and now again 'tis day : 
And like an eagle in his flight 

The vessel wings her pathless way. 
The wild wind whistles through the shrouds, 

The canvas flaps, the billows sigh, 
And thick and fast the lowering clouds 

Sweep o'er the wintry morowv^ *to . 

M 2 
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Bat hark ! what means that sudden cry, 

" Breakers to leeward, rocks ahead ! " 
The eager shout, the straining eye, 

The flying seamen's hurried tread. 
Out from the fog the cliff comes dark, 

In vain the helm, the cable vain : 
One thundering crash, the smitten bark 

Lies shuddering, moaning, mad with pain. 

Some stand upon the fated ship 

With look of quiet, calm despair ; 
And some, with white, dry, quivering lip, 

Gasp out a broken frenzied prayer. 
Some take a long, long, long farewell, 

Some rave about in loud dismay ; — 
God ! what human tongue may tell, 

What human words that scene portray ? 

The billows sweep — the vessel rolls — 
Wave after wave breaks o'er her decks; 

As down with all her praying souls 
S he reels into the wild vortex. 
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One last, long, agonizing yell 

Peal'd high above the breakers' roar : 

The echoes die, the surges swell, 
And all is silent as before. 

And all is still, save when the cry 

Of some poor lost one rends the air ; 
Some strong man struggling ere he die, 

And wrestling in his last despair ! 
And forms of grace and beauty bright 

Shoreward each rolling billow bears ; 
Alas ! methinks that mournful sight 

Might melt a very fiend to tears. 



She's gone — with her the brave went down 

Alive into the yawning wave ; 
Strong men, fair women, tar and clown 

Found there one common ocean grave. 
" She's gone ! n the weeping orphan cries, 

" My father, will he come again ? " 
The widow lifts her streaming eyes, 

And wildly answers, " WhfcTiS doL^Ves^. 



%% 
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THE NAMELESS GRAVE. 

In the comer of the churchyard, 

Where the olden yew-trees wave, 
Shaded by their solemn foliage, 

Lies a neat but nameless grave. 
Many a tall and sculptured marble 

Rises round it proud and fair ; 
But no record, or memorial, 

Tells us who lies buried there. 

There may sleep some child of Genius, 

One who scorn'd the things of clay, 
Strove to soar from heaven to heaven, 

Through the widening gulfs of day. 
But, by Envy's arrow smitten, 

Down his eagle-spirit fell ; 
None beheld the shaft that smote him, 

Why he perish'd none could tell. 
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There may lie some son of Sorrow, 

One whose life was spent in vain ; 
One who felt the ban of mortal, 

Aching heart and weary brain ; 
And, without a soul to cheer him, 

Or an arm outstretch'd to save, 
In a dark and cloudy moment 

Took his journey to the grave. 

There may rest some lovely maiden, 

One of those beloved by Death, 
Whom he, bright with dew and beauty, 

In the morning gathereth ; 
In the morning, sweet and early, 

Ere the sun hath clomb the skies ; 
And the maiden, angel-gather'd, 

Blossoms on in Paradise. 

Or, perhaps, some erring, frail one, 

Smitten by the serpent, Love, 
In that nameless grave is sleeping, 

Where the yew-trees watch above. 
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what tender joys and sorrows 
There are buried, dark and deep ! 

Peace to thee, thou erring, frail one, 
Pleasant be thy last long sleep. 

Sacred be that grave, and holy, 

Blest the dead that slumbers there ! 
May the soul be where the Saviour 

Heavenly mansions doth prepare. 
Guard the spot, ye holy angels ! 

O'er it weep, ye yews ! and wave ; 
For we, too, may shortly slumber 

In a neat but nameless grave. 
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THE DREAM OF COLUMBUS.' 

The benediction of the dying Day 
Was calmly falling on the Earth's meek head, 
As, faint and worn, a weary sufferer lay, 
Pale Sickness bending o'er his lonely bed. 
With the dark shadows of the solemn night 
Great visions came unto the sleeper's soul : — 
A boundless ocean stretch'd before his sight, 
A gloomy waste of waves, from line to pole 
Unbroke by land. Tempest on tempest wild 
Resistless swept across its billowy breast ; 
While clouds on clouds, in stormy grandeur piled, 
O'erhung its black illimitable west. 

8 Fide Note at the end. 
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Up from the unknown gulfs of that vast sea 
Rose the fierce shouts of blast with billow clash'd, 
Like the wild yell of devilish revelry ; 
While ever and anon the lightnings flash'd, 
Follow'd by thunderings terrible, sublime, 
Like the grand knell that shall roll out the death of 
Time. 

Columbus gazed upon that stormy deep, 

Spell-bound beheld the elemental war, 

Saw the red lightnings yet more fiercely sweep, 

And heard the thunder's ever deepening roar. 

Then, in wild wonderment, aghast he cried, 

" ! who this boundless ocean shall explore ; 

Cope with its tempest, battle with its tide, 

And leap in triumph on its unknown shore ? " 

He ceased. Again the never-ending yell 

Eose with fresh wrath, as if the heavens to rend ; 

As though that ocean were a raging hell, 

As though each billow were a living fiend ! 

But hark ! above the tumult of the gale 

A voice there rose — so silvery, still, and small — 
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And hark 1 amid the tempest's mournful wail 
Melodious swells again that soft sweet call — 
" Columbus ! " — gentle as an angel's hail, 
Sweet as the choral strains that float thro' Heaven's 
high hall. 

He turn'd around in wild surprise, when, lo ! 

An angel stood before his raptured sight, 

Or such bright form as angels only know, 

Clad in a garment of seraphic white ! 

Her golden hair adown her shoulders flow'd 

In rich, long tresses ; and her large blue eye 

With such a flame of living glory glow'd, 

That mortal man to gaze upon would die ! 

Her brow was lofty, beautiful, divine, 

And on it throned sat Thought, like monarch grand ; 

She seem'd a being from some world benign, 

A holy messenger from God's right hand. 

With chain of coral, from her cestus hung, 

Two massy keys of burnish'd gold she bore ; 

While, loosely o'er her snow-white shoulder flung, 

A wreath of purple amaranth she wore. 
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And, as her eye met his, like softest swell 
Of dulcet harp, again " Columbus ! " fell. 



Columbus gazed upon that angel form, 

Then sank o'erpower'd to worship at her feet ; 

Amid the bowlings of the raging storm 

To breathe a hymn of adoration sweet. 

But ere his troubled thoughts meet utterance found, 

She raised him gently by his trembling hand :— 

" Mortal, arise ! To Him with glory crown'd, 

Before whose face Heaven's deathless armies stand, 

Worship belongs. I from His throne am sent 

To arm thy soul to deeds of high emprise, 

Till a new world become one monument 

To lift thy name immortal to the skies ! 

Yon awful deep which with perpetual roar 

Like a huge Titan struggles in his chains, 

Shall calm his wrath to waft thee to that shore, 

That golden clime where glorious Plenty reigns. 

Go forth ! and quail not at the tempest's curse ; 

Black Night for thee her ebon throne resigns ; 
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Lo ! in wild rout the thunder-clouds disperse : 
Lift up thine eyes, the star of promise shines ! 
Take, take these keys, unlock the Ocean's gates, 
Open the doors into another world ;— * 
For thee the goddess, Commerce, smiling waits, 
Her earth-broad banner yet not half unfurl'd. 
! lift thy soul unto the angel height, 
Open thy heart to take the God-thoughts in ; 
And, in the fulness of thy new-given might, 
Go forth, go forth, immortal fame to win, 
And quell the Tempest's rage, and hush the Ocean's 
madding din. 



" Go 1 for beyond those seas lie glorious lands, 
Bright regions where the sun for ever smiles, 
Where rivers ripple over silver sands, 
And sapphire billows dance round emerald isles. 
There leagues on leagues of pine and fir and oak 
Fold in their depths ten thousand future fleets : 
Broad plains, where Commerce with impatient stroke 
Shall found her marts, and build her busy streets, 
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Stretch channell'd with broad rivers, through whose 

doors 
The gather'd produce of the world shall pour : 
Their hills are diamond, and their thick-vein'd floors 
Glow with unbroken beds of costly ore. 
There bloom the fig, the date, the plumy palm, 
The purple grape, the luscious tamarind ; 
Cane, rice, and oil clothe valleys warm and calm, 
And Plenty rides upon the laden wind. 
There Summer sits upon her golden throne, 
With Autumn and with Spring on either hand ; 
While Winter, like a traveller unknown, 
Views from afar the rich rejoicing land ! 

" Lo ! in the future what strange scenes unfold I 
New empires flourish, and new cities rise ; 
The voiceless wild is peopled, and, behold, 
Palace, and tower, and temple pierce the skies. 
The desert echoes with the labourer's song, 
The whir of wheels, the busy din of toil ; 
Unnumber'd herds go pasturing along, 
And golden harvests crown the smiling soil. 
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In spacious ports, on rivers vast and wide, 
Rich barges float and gallant galleys roll, 
A thousand navies plough the prosperous tide, 
And stud the glowing sea from pole to pole. 
Hark, hark ! I hear the far-off busy hum 
Of countless crowds upon the distant air ; 
I see, I see the eager millions come 
From every tribe and clime to settle there. 
New Homes, more mighty than the Home of old, 
New Corinths, and new Spartas fill the land ; 
With arms invincible, with wealth untold, 
And sons as numerous as the ocean sand. 
Go ! and a world shall hail thy honour' d name, 
Nations unborn thy noble deeds shall praise ; 
Columbia's daughters sing thy peerless fame, 
Beside their summer streams, in choral lays, 
And men to thee the pyramid of solid glory raise ! " 

The angel ended ; and Columbus, fired 
With dreams of glory, cried, " I go ! I go ! 
And o'er yon dreadful deep, with zeal untired, 
Through seas of torrid fire, or polar snow^ 
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My way pursue ! Tbat land of gold and pearl 
Be mine to find. I swear, by Heaven I swear, 
No rest my soul shall know till I unfurl 
And plant my flag in solemn triumph there 1 " 
The angel beckon'd to the unknown land, 
And smiled, well-pleased at his noble vow ; 
Then gave the keys into his outstretched hand, 
And placed the amaranth wreath upon his brow. 
" Mortal 1 farewell, farewell I I wing my flight 
Back to the holy mansion whence I came ; 
Thou go'st to' invade the kingdom of old Night, 
And win thyself an everlasting name 1 " 
Then, parting with ineffable delight, 
She waved her mighty wings of burning flame, 
And, mounting upwards on her path of light, 
Pass'd through the opening heavens, and vanish' d from 
his sight 1 
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THE LEGEND OF THE GOLDEN RING. 

PART I. 

The Winter storm went howling o'er 
The bay, the lighthouse, and the shore : 
The watcher trembled at the roar ; 

As round his narrow rocky home, 
And o'er the lofty pillar'd dome, 
The surges swept in clouds of foam. 

The Wrecker walk'd the rugged clift, 
Sou'-wester'd, booted, walk'd and whifTd, 
And watch'd the flying scud and drift. 

Where fiercest fell the tempest's flail, 
In the full fury of the gale, 
Slow beating up, a single sail 
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He saw : a large three-masted craft, 
A ship, square-rigged afore and aft — 
A merry devilish laugh he laugh'd. 

Deep-laden, topsail-reef d, close-haul'd, 
Across the howling gulf she crawled, 
To larboard lurched, to starboard rolled. 

Bravely the steep white billows clomb, 
Dashed from her bow vast sheets of foam, 
And plunged thro' curling crest and comb. 

He swept the dim horizon o'er, 

He took her bearings from the shore, 

He mark'd the dangerous course she bore. 

" The night is long and dark and dread, 
The tide is running right ahead, 
The storm is rising fast," he said. 

" No ship can ride in such a sea, 
Before the midnight watch she'll be 
Among the breakers far to lee. 
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" We '11 have a glorious Christmas tide> 
Plunder and spoil for all," he cried, 
" Plunder and booty far and wide ! " 

Black thunder-clouds came up the East, 
The day went out, the gale increased, 
The ocean boil'd with foam and yeast. 

The rain came down in blinding squalls, 
Loud roar'd the deafening thunder-rolls, 
The lightnings flash'd like flaming coals : 

Smote down the trees, unroof d the hall, 
And shattered spire and vane and ball, 
Steeple and bells and belfry-wall. 

And still the lightnings glared and glanced, 
And the mad storm-steeds paw'd and pranced, 
More fiercely as the night advanced. 



N % 
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PART II. 

Sea-facing, on the cliff's dark brow, 
The Wrecker's cottage stands : below 
The roaring surges ebb and flow. 

Eve of salvation ! dark and wild, 
That night no blazing planet smiled 
Upon the new-born Saviour Child. 

Without the tempest howl'd : within 
The Wrecker to his wife did spin 
Strange yarns of wreck and death and sin. 

Before the crackling fire they sat ; 
Perch'd on an old Manilla mat 
Between them purr'd and blink'd the cat. 

A cupboard stood against the wall, 
An open cupboard, shining, tall, 
Clean'd for the Christmas festival. 
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The shelves all filTd with burnish'd brass, 
And many a tow of glittering glass, 
In honour of the Saviour's Mass. 

Large shells engrain' d with crimson spots, 
Sweet china cups, bright pewter pots, 
And jars, with blue forget-me-nots 

In many a cunning pattern placed, 
As suited best the potter's taste. 
A Turkey pipe the centre graced ; 

And loop'd aloft, with knots of cord, 
A gun and broken-hilted sword 
Hung high above the chimney-board ; 

While round the oaken shelves, between 
The rows of blazing, dazzling sheen, 
Stood little sprigs of evergreen. 

Three smoky pictures graced the room, 

Engraven long ere he, by whom 

Was etch'd the Drunken Harlot's Lootm* 
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Had handled brush or plate or pad. 
The leaping light,, all bright and glad, 
Stream'd on the wall with pictures clad. 

On one the unknown artist's hand 
Had traced an Eastern trading band 
Going down to Egypt's busy land, 

With panthers' skins- and purple dyes, 
With bales of costly merchandise, 
Gold and ivory, gums and spice, 

And dark-eyed girls for Pharaoh's house. 
Large flocks of goats and herds of cows 
All o'er the broad champaign did browse. 

The swarthy drivers, turban-crowned, 
With laden camels stood around, 
And Rachel's son came fetter-bound, 

Led by the master merchantman 
From 'mid the clamorous shepherd clan 
Unto the waiting caravan. 
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One was the Prodigal's Keturn. 
With heavy step, half-naked, torn, 
Faint, famine-struck, and travel-worn, 

Up a broad avenue of pine, 

Fresh from the reeking haunts of swine, 

Slow walked the wreck of lust and wine. 

Around grew wheat and barley crops, 
And o'er the thick-leaved, clustering copse 
High rose the smoking chimney-tops. 

The other show'd the good ship John 
Caught in a passionate cyclone 
Within the moody Torrid zone. 

The background black with thunder-clouds, 
The lightning flying thro' the shrouds, 
The sailors ranged in little crowds ; 

Some holding on by rail and rope, 
Some lash'd to capstan, mast, and coop : 
Clung to a spar a drowning grow^. 
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And ever, thro' the midnight black, 
Like panting steed, with wolfish pack 
Howling and whooping on his track, 

The vessel rush'd ; while hard and fast, 
The seamen, on their broken mast, 
HaiTd as the flying ship went past. 



PART in. 

Long years before the Wrecker's son, 
Light-hearted, full of life and fun, 
Went out one evening for a run. 

Flew to the beach and took a boat, 
Hoisted the sail and push'd afloat 
And down the rippling roadstead shot. 

His father's cot, the cliff upon, 
To a speck dwindled and was gone, 
And on his starboard quarter shone 
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The lights of the old sea-port town, 
From wharf and terrace, low and brown, 
Lit as the dying day went down. 

High o'er his mast, in middle heaven, 
Hung out the mystic Sisters Seven 
Their silver lamps, and westward driven 

Sweet Hesper glitter'd through the shade ; 
Orion brave unsheath'd and laid 
Across the Line his burning blade ; 

And, from behind a cluster swarth 
Of broken clouds, rolTd slowly forth 
The Golden Wagon of the North. 

The wind blew off the land, and dense 
The fog kept creeping down from thence, 
But what care boys for consequence ? 

Out went the lights, out went the stars, 
Out went the blazing lamp of Mars, 
Out went the Farmer's Golden Cars. 
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It wrapt him round all close and black, 
Till cold, alarm'd, he strove to tack 
His little boat, and work her back. 

In vain he tack'd, in vain he row'd, 
The wind increased, the tide reflow'd, 
To sea both boy and boat were blow'd. 

All night the father seaward stray'd, 
All night the mother wept and pray'd, 
All night, awake, alone, afraid. 

They watch'd, they waited day by day ; 
Each creek, each corner of the bay, 
Sunrise and sunset, wander'd they. 

Hope saw him climbing up the shore, 
Hope heard him try the kitchen-door, 
Hope, dying, murmur'd, " Nevermore." 

Meanwhile a vessel, foreign-bound, 

Beating about the Channel found 

The lad they mourn'd as dead, as drown'd. 
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And far away in Eastern clime, 
Twelve long revolving rounds of time, 
He pass'd his youth, his golden prime ! 

In China seas, in Javan straits, 

Sweet lands of rice, of palms and dates, 

Rich capitals of mighty states. 

He liked the sea : he learnt to hand, 
To reef, to steer; and, fortune-fann'd, 
Rose upwards to the chief command. 

And now, a thousand perils pass'd, 
From sunken reef, and shatter'd mast, 
Pirate, and flame, and sudden blast, 

Devouring hunger, burning drouth — 
Lay foundering at the harbour-mouth 
On his first voyage from the south. 
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PART IV. 

Low bending o'er the changing flame, 
Watching the shapes that went and came 
Of men and ships, the Wrecker's dame, 

Thoughtful and sad, sat brooding o'er 
The dreams she dreamt the night before. — 
She stood upon a pleasant shore ; 

A pleasant beach of shell and sand, 
Shining and smooth ; on either hand 
With belt of foaming silver spann'd, 

And ploughing up a long white trail, 
A little boat, with flapping sail, 
Came in within an easy hail. 



She hail'd, she shouted, " Boat ahoy ! 
Out leap'd her long-lost darling boy, 
And waking, weeping tears of joy, 



a 
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Her dream had pass'd. Again she slept ; 
When up the creaking stair- way crept 
And slowly to her bedside stepp'd 

The same loved form ; but alter'd, grown, 
A man in height, in beard, in tone, 
Flush'd with the flaming Torrid zone. 

God blessing that the dead was found, 

" Where have you been, where are you bound ? " 

She asked him. — " Mother, I am drown'd." 

And waking, weeping, sobbing low, 
She heard the cock's first morning crow, 
And the waves washing to and fro. 

Low-bending o'er the changing flame, 
Watching the shapes that went and came, 
She call'd her 'husband by his name : 

She told him of her dream, of both— 
He thought her mad, he waxed wroth, 
He answer 'd with a surly oath. 
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A strange vague fear made her afraid ; 
O'ershadowed with its dreadful shade, 
Again she begged, again she prayed ; 



" Go not to-night unto the beach, 
To-day I heard the death-bird screech 
Then, laughing at her crazy speech, 



»r 



He made a scornful, short reply : 
The tear stood in her deep dark eye, 
And bright from furze, and fagot dry, 

The light fell on the pictured wall — 

Up walk'd the weary Prodigal ; 

The men kept on their ceaseless brawl ; 

And, clinging to their broken mast, 
The drowning sailors, hard and fast, 
Hail'd as the flying ship went past. 
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PART V. 

One hour before the tide's retiring, 
The second dog-watch fast expiring, 
The heavy sound of sudden firing — 

Above the tempest booming, swelling, 

Of doubt and death and peril telling — 

Roll'd through the Wrecker's low-roofed dwelling. 

From cove and cliff, for miles around, 
Glad crowds came flocking at the sound, 
To see the vessel run aground. 

Ear-off the pleading tongue of fire 
Spoke of distress, and nigher, nigher, 
Nigher it flash'd, it thunder' d higher ! 

And darkly thro' the driving storm, 
Throng'd with a frantic, shouting swarm, 
High roll'd the vessel's staggering form. 
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She struck, a gun-shot from the beach ; 
The crowds hurrah, the crew beseech ; 
No boat can live, no rope can reach ! 

Against the background of the night, 
The wretched men, in wretched plight, 
Loom'd thro' the dim uncertain light, 

In fore and main and mizen-top, 

On spar and shroud, on yard and rope, 

Hoping against all human hope. 

And ever and anon the yell 

Of some exhausted wretch would swell, 

As down the roaring deep he fell. 

Out on a wedge of rock — half-way 
To where the stranded vessel lay — 
Slippery with sea-weed, wash'd with spray- 

The Wrecker, stooping at his task, 
His boat-hook fasten'd in a cask, 
Heard a hoarse voice for succour ask. 
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And 'mong the broken rocks espied 
A swimmer dash'd from side to side, 
Half buried in the boiling tide. 

He reach'd him out his arm, he drew 
The bleeding, gasping seaman thro' 
The breakers as they foam'd and flew. 

The dripping sea-weed clustering 
About his throat and brow did cling ; 
Gleam'd on his hand a golden ring. 

" Give back, give back that ring ! I hold 
Dearer than life that ring of gold : 
I '11 wear it till the clay be cold. 

" It was a mother's gift to me, 
I 've borne it over every sea : 
I '11 die before I yield it thee ! " 

The Wrecker's brow grew black as hell, 
He answer'd with a curse, a yell ; 
They struggled, and the captain fell. 

o 
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He smote, he stabb'd him as they strove ; 
The long bright knife descending clove — 
Through chest and long and life it drove. 

With giant arm, with bitter oath, 
He hurl'd him back into the froth, 
Into the boiling foam and froth. 

Thro' one brief blinding flash of light 
The dead man's features, ghastly white, 
Glared up upon the murderer's sight. 

Glared as he fell ; while deep and high, 
From cliff to cliff, from sky to sky, 
Eung, roared the damning thunder-cry ! 



PART VI. 



The Wrecker's wife that Christmas morning- 
The low fire in the chimney burning — 
Sat waiting for her lord's returning, 
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Watching the shifting hour-glass run, 
The supper set, her knitting done, 
Her thoughts revolving round her son. 

The cocks crowed long and lustily, 
The owl set up his doleful cry, 
The laden carts went rumbling by. 

She heard the tempest wail and weep, 
She heard the roaring of the deep, 
And, weary watching, fell asleep. 

Sweet visions pass'd before her sight — 
Smooth seas of glass, and harbours bright, 
And vessels rigg'd in dazzling white, 

And golden wharves, and silver quays ; 
And gliding thro' the crystal seas, 
Full sail before a pleasant breeze, 

A goodly vessel hove in view : 
Gay banners streamed, sweet music blew, 
And on the deck, among the crew, 

o I 
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Her son — the captain — stood and hailed 
As, colours flying, canvas brailed, 
Into the golden port she sailed. 

She heard him shout, she saw him stand, 
She saw the waving of his hand, 
She saw him gain the Golden Land. 

And dozing, dreaming, slumber-bound, 
Boused by a heavy footstep's sound, 
She started up, and, turning round, 

A man, with throat and bosom bare, 
With naked feet and tangled hair, 
Stood in the dying embers' glare. 

Wet shreds of sea-weed clustering 
About his neck and brow did cling : 
Gleam'd on his hand a golden ring. 

She saw it in the leaping light, 

It shone so clear, it flash'd so bright, 

It smote her drowsy, dazzled sight. 
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She mark'd his sad beseeching face — 
" Christ on His morning lend thee grace ; 
Come in, sit down a little space." 

She rose to make the stranger room — 
The man was gone ! — With heavy boom, 
Big-booted, from the outer gloom, 

Her gruff old lord eame striding in, 
Laden with spoil ; with wine and gin ; 
With tassell'd fans, and sable skin 

From Asian deserts white and cold ; 
Rubies and pearls ; rich silken-scroll'd 
Embroider'd shawls, brocades and gold. 

His frock was wet with blood and spray, 
One sleeve was partly torn away, 
Bent in the deadly desperate fray. 

And the long dagger, which he wore 
Stuck in his belt, was studded o'er 
With little crimson gouts of gore. 
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PART VII. 

Swinging his wet sou'-wester round, 
He flung his burden on the ground — 
A goodly, glittering heap — unbound 

The 'broider'd wrapper, and drew out 
The captain's ring, and with a shout 
Keach'd it his wife, who, half in doubt, 

Stood with a strange bewilder'd air, 
Her hand upon the lifted chair, 
Still staring with a vacant stare. 

With a dim sense that something dread 

Was breaking, bursting overhead, 

She took the proffer' d ring, and read — 

Bead in the fire-light waning dim, — 
With breaking heart, and shaking limb — 
Engraven on its outer rim — 
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The letters of her lost one's name ! 
A pang, like shaft of burning flame, 
Shot thro* her fainting, quivering frame ! 

She lay two days upon her bed, 
No sign she made, no word she said, 
On the third morning she was dead. 

And he, the father of the slain, 
Went out with frenzy in his brain, 
Cursed with the heavy curse of Cain. 

And evermore, before his eyes, 

Saw sinking ships and flashing skies, 

And heard the drowning seamen's cries. 

Heard ever-booming minute-guns, 
Saw bands of pleading skeletons, 
And fathers stabbing struggling sons 1 

And one, the master of the crew, 
Would swim towards him, rising thro' 
The surges as they foam'd and flew. 
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A young sea-captain, tall and fair, 
A man with tangled beard and hair, 
With naked feet, and bosom bare* 

The dripping sea-weed clustering 
About his throat and brow would ding ; 
Gleam'd on his hand a golden ring. 

And then that spectral form would stride 
In dreadful silence at his side — 
The Terror and the Terrified ! 

Lay in his bed,, sat in his chair,. 
Till life became one long despair, 
A burden which he could not bear. 

One night, a twelvemonth from the date 
The luckless vessel met her fate, 
He wander'd forth, alone and late ; 

Urged by the clamouring voice within, 
Which ever, with increasing din, 
Cried out against his damning sin* 
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Next morn the boatmen on their way 
Across the rocks which lined the bay, 
Came where a lifeless body lay ; 

Mangled and crush'd and cold — 'twas his — 
Flung from the topmost precipice, 
Flung headlong down the black abyss ! 

Since then full many a storm hath blown, 
Full many a Christmas come and gone, 
The floods of war have overthrown 

Princes and thrones and states, and they 
Who then were young have pass'd away, 
Their children's children growing grey : 

And good hath taken the place of ill, 
And true tried men of strength and skill 
Haste to the sinking ship ; but still 

The people of the coast will sing, 
When Winter beats his stormy wing, 
This Legend of the Golden Sing. 
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GOD AND OUR RIGHT. 



MARCH 27TH, 1854. 

England, arise ! the' expectant world 
Will shout to see thy flag unfurl'd. 
Arise, thou Queen of ocean, rise, 
And lift emblazon'd to the skies, 

God and thy Right ! 

Lion of England ! who shall dare 
To rouse thee from thy natire lair ? 
O shake thy brinded mane, and roar, 
From sea to sea, from shore to shore, 

God and thy Right ! 



Loud let thy awful voice resound 

Where Russian heights with guns are crown'd ; 
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Alarm the reckless Muscovite, 

And thunder, through the thickest fight, 

God and thy Right ! 



Britannia 1 Empress of the Sea, 
Land of the true, the brave, and free, 
Once more unsheath thy gleaming sword, 
And teach the North's proud tyrant lord 

God and thy Eight ! 

Stand up the champion of the weak, 
The chains of every despot break ! 
Maintain the freedom of the brave, 
And bear unstain'd, o'er field and wave, 

God and thy Bight ! 

Thy arm is strong, thy cause is just ; 
O lay the' oppressor in the dust ! 
For truth, not conquest, take the field, 
And grave upon thy golden shield 

God and thy Eight ! 
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From sad Sinope's pleading wave. 
Bed with the life-blood of the brave, 
A thousand martyrs' voices cry, 
And bid thee, pray thee, lift on high, 

God and thy Sight ! 



From famed Caucasia's hills of snow, 
To where the Danube's waters flow, 
O'er Cossack plain, and Tartar waste, 
Blow, blow thy world-resounding blast, 

God and thy Bight ! 



From where the Baltic's billows rave, 
To StambouTs calm and classic wave, 
Through camp, and host, and fleet, be heard 
Thy thunder shout, thy battle word — 

God and thy Bight ! 



Europe is trembling with alarms, 

Binging with shouts, " To arms ! to arms ! " 
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Go forth with Valour at thy side, 
In Freedom's holy cause allied, 

God and thy Bight 1 



Sweet Peace, farewell ! with stern strong heart 
We bid thee, loved one ! now depart ; r 
Farewell, till despots bite the ground, 
And nations swell the solemn sound, 

God and oub Bight ! 
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CARACTACUS. 

Cars are rolling, chargers prancing, 

Slowly through the crowded streets ; 
Every soul for joy is dancing, 

Every heart for glory beats ! 
Onward file the vet'ran legions, 

In their brightest arms array'd, 
With the spoils of conquer'd regions 

'Mid their glittering ranks display'd. 

Comes the Chief in martial glory, 

Drawn by milk-white steeds along ; 
Shout the young, and bow the hoary, 

Whirls the dance, and swells the song. 
'Neath the Forum's brazen arches, 

Brown with many a long campaign 
The victorious army marches, 

And the people shout again ! 
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Fallen, fettered, shackle wearing, 

Mark'd with, many a glorious scar, 
He, the Chief, with kingly bearing, 

Walks before the Conqueror's car ; 
Hearing not the acclamation, 

Heeding not the choral song. 
Mid the tumult of the nation 

Walking like a king along. 

Far away his thoughts are straying 

To the greenwoods of his home, 
Where his little sons are playing, 

And his painted warriors roam -. 
Hears the mountain eagle shrieking, 

Hunts the wolf and kills the boar, 
And beholds the billows breaking 

In their frolic on the shore. 

But at length the rising clamour 
Of the people's glad acclaim 

Disenchants the golden glamour, 
Breaks the witchery of his dream. 
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Galleys, death, long years of sorrow 
In each fetter meet his eye : 

On the arena's sands to-morrow 
Faint and bleeding he may lie. 

On the ancient city's glory 

Lifts the King his wondering eyes 
Halls and temples famed in story, 

Proudly on his vision rise ; 
Till he cries in indignation 

'Mong the palaces of Borne, 
" How could such a mighty nation 

Envy me a cot at home ? " 
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TO A COMET. 



A FRAGMENT. 

Who art thou, awful one ! whose mighty form 

Upon the star-throng'd firmament appears, 

Trailing in stately grandeur slow along ? 

Whence dost thou come, and whither dost thou go, 

And what thy rank among the sons of God ? 

Art thou the ghost of some long-buried sun 

That, millions of ages back, walk'd o'er these heavens 

With step sublime, the brightest morning star ? 

Art thou that orb which, when Creation rose 

In infant beauty at her Maker's call, 

When the young spheres sang sweet one choral strain, 

And all the sons of God shouted aloud 

For joy, with beauty and with music drunk> 

Broke in wild gladness from the golden chain 
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That link'd thee to thy sacred sister fires, 
And in the fulness of thy new-born joy 
Leap'd forth exultant on thine unknown way ? 
Art thou the messenger of wrath divine, 
The finger of God writing along the heavens, 
And graving on the lofty walls of space 
A thousand solemn and mysterious things ? 
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THE DEPARTED. 



! I had a lovely sister 

In those happy days of old, 
When I thought the moon was silver, 

And the stars were drops of gold. 
Bright locks, like a flood of sunshine, 

Flowed o'er her saintly brow ; 
And she loved me, yea, she loved me, 

As no mortal loves me now. 

She told me of God, the Ancient One, 

Who gave my soul its powers ; 
Who sprinkled the heavens with beautiful stars, 

And strew'd the earth with flowers. 
Beside my bed, at morn and eve, 

She taught my knee to bow ; 
And I loved her, yea, I loved her, 

As the angels love her now. 
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She told of a heaven beyond the sky 

Where the seraphim sing their psalms ! 
Where the tree of life and the amaranth grow, 

And the beautiful plumy palms : 
Of the white pearl gates of that lovely land, 

And its cherubim's gorgeous wings ; 
Of its rubied walls, and its star-deck'd halls, 

And its murmuring crystal springs. 

And oft she would read with her musical voice, 

When twilight came down on the globe, 
From the eloquent strains of the prophets of old, 

From the poems of David and Job ; 
And tell me sweet tales of the beautiful Child, 

From the Gospels of Matthew and Mark ; 
Till the last crimson ray had quite faded away, 

And the stars glitter'd out on the dark ! 

But ah ! one day a traveller strange 

Did knock at our cottage door, 
And her cheek turn'd white, and her breath wax'd short — 

She could sing me to sleep no more. 
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And she told me alone, in a low sad tone, 

With a trembling tear in her eye, 
" I am going far away, little brother," she said, 

" To the beautiful land in the sky." 

And ! one day in the glad summer time, 

One heavenly August day, 
As her spirit was waving its wing to be gone, 

We knelt by her bedside to pray ; 
And she sang a sweet strain from an old Hebrew Psalm, 

But stopp'd in the middle for breath ; 
And she smiled a soft smile, and clasped her hands — 

She was sleeping the slumber of death. 

That night, as the stars through the paths of the sky 

Were walking in clusters along, 
And the spheres were all dancing their mystical dance, 

And singing their jubilant song, 
Three fair saintly forms, in white shining robes, 

Came and stood by my bed in my dream : 
The two taller cherubs were strangers to me, 

But the third like my sister did seem. 
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But her eye was so bright, and her brow was so white, 

And her voice so unspeakably sweet, 
That her beauty, her music enraptured my soul, 

And I fell in a swoon at her feet ! 
But she lifted me up with a loving embrace, 

And bade me a gentle good-bye ; 
And I knew she was gone to the beautiful land, 

The beautiful land in the sky. 
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THE VOICE OF GOD. 

God spake 1 His voice sublime in thunder roll'd, 
Thro' Heaven's vast courts the dreadful echoes rung ; 
When lo ! all arm'd in adamant and gold, 
A million angels into being sprung. 
At once there rose from each melodious tongue 
One mighty Hallelujah, sweet and loud ; 
" Hail ! holy, holy, holy Lord ! " they sung, 
Then lowly reverent at His footstool bow'd ; 
And God, well-pleased, smiled, and bless'd that beauteous 
crowd. 



God spake ! and o'er the battlements of Heaven 
The warrior angel, with his rebel peers, 
Like dust before the hurricane was driven, 
To dwell in death a round of endless years ! 
Cherub and seraph, with their shields and spears, 
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In awful rout before His thunders fell, 
To shed lost angels' melancholy tears 
Amid the everlasting wastes of Hell ; 
For beauty, burning flame ; for harp's sweet sound, a yell ! 



God spake ! old Chaos and her sister Night 
Fled at His word ; and thro' the gulf profound 
There beam'd a ray of lovely, holy light, 
And Beauty rose rejoicing at the sound ! 
With coronets of stars the heavens were crown'd ; 
Their solemn march the Sun and Moon began ; 
A flower-wrought garment deck'd the naked ground, 
Through field and wood glad living creatures ran, 
And stood up, lord of all, God's last-born angel, Man. 



God spake ! more thick and dread the darkness grew, 
More loud and wild the' unearthly tempest roar'd, 
"While angel hosts their solemn trumpets blew, 
And many a thunder its deep anthem pour'd, 
To hail the' approach of Israel's awful Lord. 
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Before Him burn'd the lightning, and around 
Fierce tempests raged : Justice with flaming sword, 
And Judgment, her dark brow with thunder crown'd, 
Stood by His side en wrapt with gloom and cloud profound! 



God spake ! Earth «hudder'd like a dying child, 
The sheeted dead came forth in pale array, 
The Sun threw off his robes in sorrow wild, 
And clad in black went on his darkened way ! 
The Universe stood trembling with dismay, 
The Day rush'd frantic to the arms of Night ; 
And e'en the stars would fain have roll'd astray, 
While He who fill'd their golden urns with light 
In unknown anguish died on Calvary's mournful 
height ! 



God speaks ! the whisperings of the low-toned rills, 
The sweet, rich music of the forest choir, 
The flame up-bursting from volcanic hills, 
The tempest sweeping Ocean's sobbing lyre, 
Are all the voices of the' Almighty Sire ! 
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He speaks in mercy, and He speaks in thunder, 
In Gospel promise sweet, in judgment dire, 
Crowning earth with corn, rending realms in sunder, 
And smiting in His wrath the nations dumb with wonder I 



God speaks ! the cherubim their blazing wings 
Fold round their feet and brows in holy awe ; 
But man defiance at his Maker flings, 
Poor fleeting earth-worms dare the* Almighty's blow, 
And mock His mercy, and reject His law. 
That voice which shakes Perdition's gloomy caves, 
Which rocks the ancient mountains to and fro, 
That awful voice man hears, and madly braves, 
And dares the hand that smites, and scorns the arm that 
saves ! 



And God will speak ! and Heaven, and Earth, and Hell 
Shall hear His voice ! Creation, pale with fear, 
Aghast shall tremble at her funeral knell, 
And fall in death upon her flaming bier ! 
The star-strew' d firmament shall disappear, 
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The shrivefl'd elements melt with fervent heat, 
While the last angel by God's life shall swear, 
With world-wide voice, the course of Time complete, 
And all mankind stand round Jehovah's judgment-seat ! 
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WINTER. 

I. 
From the bleak regions of eternal ice, 

Where mountain snows their glist'ning summits rear, 

Thou comest forth in majesty severe, 
Stern, peerless monarch of the polar skies ! 

II. 

Upon an iceberg thou dost onward scour, 
By fading Autumn heralded from far : 
Clouds and thick darkness thy attendants are, 

While round thy form the gloomy snow-storms lour. 

III. 

Hoarse are the mutt'rings of thy stormy breath, 
Rousing old Ocean by their wild alarms, 
Stripping the woods of all their leafy charms, 

And strewing Earth with images of death. 
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IV. 

No songs of nightingale thy midnights cheer, 
No flowers thy landscape grace, perfume thy air ; 
But thine are frosted wilds and deserts bare, 

Thine tempests' roar, or stillness tomb-like, drear ! 

V. 

Through the tall forests of Canadian firs, 

On Arctic wastes, on stormy Zemblan strand, 
Are traced the workings of thy powerful hand, 

Are seen the wonders where thy footstep stirs. 

VI. 

The rude Siberian shivers in thy shower, 
The savage Indian struggles 'gainst thy blast ; 
Thou tear'st the canvas from the shaking mast, 

And shrub and cedar quiver 'neath thy power ! 

VII. 
Thou holdest oceans in thy frozen hand, 

Thou wrappest mountains in thy robes of snow ; 

And mighty torrents, as they onward flow, 
Are stopp'd and bound by thy transforming wand. 
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VIII. 

Thou turnest Eden to a wither' d thing, 
The waving pasture to a rude morass, 
O'er which the water-fowl alone may pass, 

Or bird of passage sweep its weary wing 

IX. 

The height, the depth, the glen, and gorge, and dale, 
Extensive woodlands, with their giant pines, 
Luxuriant valleys, with their verdant vines, 

Tremble and echo to thy rushing gale ! 

X. 

Vast are thy triumphs ! in thy hoary halls, 
More trophies far than Philip's royal son 
Or Pompey's mighty conqueror ever won, 

Are proudly blazon'd round the icy walls ! 

XI. 
Reign on, despotic Monarch ! Winter, reign ; 

Sway wide thy sceptre o'er the gloomy land ; 

Scatter thy tempests with unsparing hand 
O'er plain and strand, o'er continent and main. 
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xn. 

Soon shalt thou feel the Spring's advancing rank, 
And like a baffled foe, in full retreat, 
O'er northern wastes thy weary marches beat, 

The sullen storm-winds covering rear and flank. 
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THE SONG OE THE ANGELS. 

Strains of sweet angelio music float upon the midnight 

breeze, 
Beams of bright celestial glory tip the mountains, gild the 

trees. 
Sweeter than the harp of David swells the deep enchanting 

sound, 
Brighter than the dawn of morning streams the glory all 

around ! 

Sheep and shepherd 
Crouch with terror on the ground. 

Crouch with terror, for an angel waves his pinion on the 

sky, 
And they cluster closer, closer, as the flaming form draws 

nigh. 
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O'er the plain and through the meadows straight he 

travels to the spot — 
Who art thou, O mighty stranger ? say, what message 
hast thou brought ? 

" Blessed watchers, 
Trembling shepherds, fear ye not." 

" Fear ye not ! behold, I bring you tidings of Messiah's 

birth, 
Life to bless the dying nations, light to cheer the dreary 

earth. 
Christ, the long foretold Redeemer, branch of Jesse's 

royal stem, 
Son of God and King of Glory, wearer of Heaven's 

diadem, 

Sweetly slumbers 
'Mong the stalls of Bethlehem." 

"'Mong the stalls and in the manger, maiden-mother 

watching him." 
" Watching him," in holy chorus join a thousand 

cherubim. 
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" Glory to the great Jehovah, peace on earth, good wil 

to men ! " 
" Glory, peace, good will, and glory," rolls the solemi 
chant again : 

" Hallelujah ! 
Peace on earth, good will to men." 
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THE ETJIN. 

In desolation still sublime, 

Majestic in decay, 
A monument of olden time, 

Stood Farley, grave and grey. 
It seem'd to sleep in ruin'd state, 
Fallen were column, roof, and gate, 
Its spacious courts were desolate, 

Its glory pass'd away. 
The stone was tumbling from its walls, 
The ivy creeping through its halls. 

I gazed upon the solemn spot, 

In all its weeds of woe, 
Where feasts were held, and tourneys fought, 

In times long, long ago ! 
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Here Valour forth his heroes led, 
Here Pleasure raised his laughing head, 
Here beauty tripp'd with lightsome tread, 

Where grass and ivy grow : 
But now how alter' d was the scene ! 
What mighty changes there had been I 

Again I see the castle stand, 

As stood it heretofore ; 
The glory of the neighbouring land, 

As proudly as before. 
Loud rings the shout of festival, 
Sweet music streams through aisle and hall, 
The warder walks the guarded wall, 

As in the days of yore. 
The drawbridge falls across the moat, 
The grim earls smile, the banners float. 

But hark 1 the clanging trumpet's call 
Comes ringing through the wood ; 

And round the frowning castle wall 
They close in deadly feud. 
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MaiPd Knight and Baron gallop by, 
The lance is couched, the arrows fly, 
The swords flash in the moon-lit sky, 
The ground is damp with blood ! — 
O'er is the conflict, sheath'd the sword, 
And Farley owns another lord. 

I see it pass from stage to stage, 

From grandeur to decay : 
Its beauty fades from age to age, 

Its glory dies away. 
Slow wanes the lordly castle's might, 
Stern "Ruin climbs the noble height, 
And like bad Euler sheds a blight 

On all beneath his swav : 
Till roof and porch and portal fall, 
And ivies creep through tower and hall. 

Ah ! like to thee, old castle grey, 

Are all things here below ; 
Youth, beauty, glory, death, decay, 

And to the grave we go. 
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But blest is he, and truly wise, 
Who builds his castle in the skies, 
Which moth, and rust, and rot defies, 

And deadly midnight foe ; 
Secure from danger, free from scars, 
Amid the wreck of suns and stars ! 
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THE LA PLATAN CHIEF. 



Covee'd with wounds, and red with blood, 
Upon the battle-field he stood, 

Among a mass of slain : 
His brothers, sire, and sons had bled, 
The remnant of his host had fled, 
His bravest warriors all lay dead, 

Or dying, on the plain ; 
And on his fallen friends and foes 
He wildly gazed in mortal throes. 



Before him rolTd La Plata's stream, 
And glimmer' d in the pale moonbeam 
The city of his sires ; 
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And then the shriek of wild affright 
Came sweeping thro' the dead of night, 
And bright upon his dazzled sight 

Blazed up the Spanish fires ! 
And loud upon his startled ear 
Burst roar of gun, and clang of spear. 



He saw the lurid flames arise 
In crimson volumes to the skies, 

Like demons fierce and fell ! 
He heard the war-shouts wild and high, 
The butcher'd infant's piercing cry, 
The mother's wail of agony, 

The spoiler's savage yell : 
Till Earth rang, blazed with woe and flame, 
And Heaven's dark brow grew red with shame. 



He heard the carnage at its height, 

He saw and sadden'd at the sight, 

And madden'd at the sound $ 



\ 
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Then raised his war-cry, but in vain — 
And wild with fury, mad with pain, 
He fell upon the heap of slain, 
And sank upon the ground. 
While in the throes of death, he cried, 
" I curse them by my gods ! " — and died. 
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WHAT IS MY LIFE ? 



Is it a foam-drop on the wave, 
A weary journey to the grave, 

A shadow of the tomb ? 
A phantom flitting through the dark, 
A taper wasting till its spark 

Is quench'd in death's deep gloom ? 



Is it a soon forgotten dream, 
A bubble hurried by the stream 

Into an ocean void ? 
A leaflet shaken by the blast, 
A something — future, present, past- 
Created and destroy'd ? 
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Is it a wishing to be dead, 
A long regret for pleasures fled, 

A dread of coming pain ? 
A weeping o'er the loss of friends, 
A tangled path which nowhere tends, 

A fancy of the brain ? 



Is it a vanity at best, 

A labour bounded by a rest — 

That rest, the grave's repose? 
A weeping, smiling, laughing, sighing, 
A toiling, thinking, drooping, dying, 

With nothing at the close ? 



Is this thy life, this picture sad ? 
no, my soul 1 rejoice, be glad, 

Thy life is no such thing : 
No bubble broken on the deep, 
No labour lost in endless sleep, 

No flight of vagrant wing. 



236 WHAT IS MY LIFE? 

The dawning of a glorious day ; 
The breaking of eternity ; 

The morning of the soul, 
Whose clouds of death shall part and fade 
As o'er the' horizon's verge of shade 

Thy rising sun shall roll. 

The dwelling for a little while 
In this earth hovel, dark and vile, 

This falling house of clay ; 
And when it crumbles on the sod 
The deathless tenant to its God 

Shall wing its joyful way ! 
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THE SONG OF THE WAVES. 



I laid me down on the Summer strand, 

The waves, were leaping upon the sand ; 

And they murmur'd, they murmur'd a pleasant song 

As they rippled and glisten'd the shore along ; 

And the glad old Sun look'd down and smiled 

To see the joy of each ocean child. 



They sang of the lovely fish that glide 

Through the cool clear depths of the sapphire tide ; 

Of the nautilus tiny, and dolphin gay, 

That o'er the bright billows do merrily play, 

And the thousands of creatures, glad and free, 

That people the homes of the beautiful sea ! 
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They sang of the marvellous trees that grow 
In the pathless depths of the forests below, 
Where the footstep of mortal never hath sounded, 
And the graceful gazelle in its glee never bounded,. 
Where the growl of the tempest never was heard, 
Nor the plaintive lay of the night-loving bird. 



They sang of the diamonds that glittering lie, 
Like blazing stars in an evening sky, 
On the fretted columns of Neptune's hall, 
And the rubies that gleam from his palace wall, 
And the delicate pearls and the amethysts rare 
That shine in his mansions of beauty there. 



And they sang of the caverns and grottoes dim 
Where the sea-nymphs warble their mystic hymn, 
Where the mermaid reclines on her coralline bed, 
With her shell in her hand, and her crown on her head, 
And pours through the corridors, vaulted and long, 
The rich full tide of her ravishing song ! 
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And they sang of the reefs of coral that rise 
'Neath the fond warm smile of tropical skies ; 
Of palm-crown'd islands and broad lagoons, 
Of diving whales and of flashing harpoons, 
And the white-sail'd ships that come and go, 
And the song of the seamen cheerily, ho 1 
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THE SPIRIT. 



A fair spirit stood at the glittering portal 

That leads to the holy and glorified land ; 
Where the cherubim flourish in beauty immortal, 

And the sanctified ranks of the shining ones stand. 
Thro* the gateway of diamond the sunb'ght came beaming, 
The air with a thousand sweet odours was teeming, 
From the amaranth woodlands soft music was streaming, 
As she raised the white knocker of pearl in her hand. 

Though low was the echo, a voice cried responding, 

" Wilt thou that I open the gate unto thee ? " 
And faintly, yet sweetly, in answer desponding, 

She whisper' d, " Lord, open — Lord, open to me ! " 
Again thro' the portal the glory came stealing, 
Again rose the chant of the cherubim pealing, 
As there in the sunlight that lovely one, kneeling, 
Breathed faintly, yet sweetly, " Lord, open to me." 
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The portal flew open — the spirit, attended 

With saint and with seraph, in holy amaze, 
Mid thrones and dominions and glories ascended 

Bight up to the seat of the Ancient of Days. 

And there where the angels their King were adoring, 

And casting their crowns on the crystalline flooring, 

Her sweet yoice arose in the song they were pouring, 

And swell'd the grand anthem of Jesus's praise ! 



U 
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THE BROKEN BAND. 

There was a band of brethren five, 

Seven sad and mournful years ago ; 
Three of that, band are yet alive, 

And two have left this world of woe. 
The old low house as then doth stand, 

Just perch' d above the ocean's brink 
But Death hath broke that little band, 

And Fate hath sever'd every link 

One, smitten by a fell disease, 

Lies slumb'ring by the Ganges' wave ; 
Where the broad-arching banyan trees 

Cast their deep shadows o'er his grave. 
But in his sickness, fierce and deep, 

To olden times his soul would cling, 
Still humming, as he fell asleep, 

The sweet old hymns we used to sing. 
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One wanders in that distant land, 

Wash'd by the South Pacific's tide ; 
And in rude hut, or forest grand, 

Prodaimeth Jesus crucified. 
Lured not by Mammon's tempting glance, 

Nor dazzled by the dreams of Fame, 
He cross'd the mighty deep's expanse 

To preach a dying Saviour's name. 

And one hath found a watery tomb, 

The Indian Ocean o'er him rolls ; 
Gone down, in manhood's golden bloom, 

Unto the Sea's sepulchral halls. 
No weeping train of mourners there 

Perform'd the funeral obsequies ; 
The billows moan'd above his bier, 

His dirge was chanted by the breeze ! 

And we are sever'd who remain, 

Like two companion ships at sea, 
That, thro' the stress of hurricane, 

At length have parted company. 
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Ah ! it hath been a sad seven years ; 

But may the band thus rudely riven 
On earth mid suffering and tears, 

Be form'd again with joy in heaven ! 



i i 
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ADORATION. 

I. 

Thee will I praise, my God, my King, 
Thy great mysterious name extol ; 

Thee will I praise, my God, my King, 
Supreme, eternal Lord of all ! 

II. 

O King of kings ! Thou, Thou alone 
A boundless universe canst sway ; 

Thy power Creation's armies own, 
Thy vast omnipotence obey. 

in. 

All nature moves at Thy command, 
Stars, planets, comets, systems, suns ; 

And poised by Thy almighty hand 
Each on its mighty circle runs. 
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IV. 

Beneath Thy feet Life's ocean rolls, 
From Thy great deep supplied and fed ; 

Its drops, its waves, its lives, its souls, 
All flow from Thee, their Living Head. 

V. 

God of gods ! Omnific Cause ; 

Thou great I Ah ! all good, all wise : 
Thy dread behest Hell's uproar awes, 

And stills the rapture of the skies. 

VI. 

The hosts of Heaven, of Hell, of Earth, 
Archangel first-born, late-born man, 

From Thee alone derive their birth, 
At Thy almighty " Be ! " began. 

VII. 

Thou speakest — being, order, are ! 

Light shines, worlds roll, and planets flame 
Again — and earth, and sun, and star 

Shrink back to nothing, whence they came. 
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VIII. 

O height immense, unknown, untried 1 
Abyss unfathom'd ! deep profound 1 

In Thy mysterious Godhead's tide 
All thought is lost, all fancy drown'd, 

IX. 

Primeval Spring ! Unbounded Fount i 

Infinity without a shore ; 
In vain doth seraph pinion mount 

Thy hidden glories to explore. 

X. 

Creation ! praise the' Eternal King ; 

Thy praise let earth and heaven employ ; 
Ye morning stars ! together sing, 

And shout, ye sons of Ood ! for joy. 
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THE NEW TEAE. 

I. 

Lo ! from the dust of the old year 
The new one like a phoenix springs, 
And claps its joyous infant wings 

On its forerunner's smould'ring bier. 

n. 

Lo ! from the ancient home of Time 
Another son leaps forth to life, 
To pass through this dark world of strife 

Unto the calm, eternal clime. 

III. 

Lo ! from the bounteous hand of God 
An angel child descends to earth ; 
Kejoice, ye nations, at her birth, 

And shout, men ! your joy abroad. 
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IV. 

Lo ! on Time's wild and fog-bound banks 

Another wave rolls slow and grand ; 

Ye dwellers on Life's crowded strand ! 
This coming wave will thin our ranks. 

V. 

! who can tell what mysteries lie 

In this new book of Time enroll'd ? 

What awful words of wrath untold, 
How many a " This year thou shalt die ! 



J> 



VI. 

What double- written scrolls of woe, 

What signs that strike the sinner dumb ; 
What cries of " Lo ! the Lord is come : 

Go forth to meet the Bridegroom, go ! 



» 



vn. 

How many a dark and dread decree 
Like that which met Belshazzar's sight ! 
How many, " thou fool ! this night 

Thy soul shall be required of thee ! " 
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vm. 

This year may see Jehovah's sword 
Bared o'er the sinful sons of man ; 
May hear the thunder : spoken ban, 

The dread anathema of the Lord. 

IX. 

May usher in to smite and slay, 
May usher in to slay and smite, 
The Pestilence that walks by night, 

The Plague that wasteth at noon-day. 

X. 

The angel with the sable plume 
May now be hovering o'er the land, 
And lifting up his bloody hand 

To sweep his thousands to the tomb. 

XI. 

And he who weaves this solemn lay, 
And he who reads, may sweetly sleep, 
Both in the churchyard dark and deep. 

Before another New- Year's Day. 
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"ALL FLESH IS GBASS." 



There was a voice said, " Cry ! " The' a9tonish'd seer, 
" What shall I cry P " inquired mid hope and fear ; 
" All flesh -is grass, and waves its transient hour, 
And all man's glory as the passing flower ; 
The grass, the flower, both fade and die, alas ! 
Surely, my God ! the people are but grass." 



Such was the burden of the prophet's song, 

And I, with mournful lyre, the strain prolong : 

" All flesh is grass ; " the parching wind sweeps o'er 

The pleasant field, and it is green no more ! 

At early morn it flourish' d sweet and fair, 

And evening shows a scene of ruin there. 
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What is man's glory ? Wealth, and Birth, and Bank, 
Stars, sceptres, coronets, and crowns, you say ; 
These are the flowers that deck Life's verdant bank — 
Poor fleeting flowers that bloom but to decay ; 
Before the mower's keen relentless blade 
Their beauties vanish, and their glories fade. 



The Persian monarch wept some bitter tears 
When he review'd his troops on Thracian shore ; 
Wept at the thought that in a few short years 
Himself and all his hosts would be no more. 
Upon the banners of that million'd mass, 
With swimming eyes he read, " All flesh is grass ! " 



" Fill high the cup ; let 's drain the flowing bowl, 

Ho ! boys, the wine is sparkling rich and red ! 

My barns are fill'd with fruits, and to my soul, 

'Soul, take thine ease, be merry,' I have said." 

foolish boast, put down thy foaming glass, 

" This night yield up thy soul ! " — " All flesh is grass." 
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Dark rolling Styx ! across thy sable stream 
The tribes of flesh and blood for ever pour. 
O mortals ! " vainly of escape you dream," 4 
Old Charon wafts you to the other shore ; 
So fabled the old poets, and the name 
Jordan or Styx, the stream is still the same. 

The falling forest leaf, the fading flower, 
The changing season, the declining day, 
The waning moon, the ever varying hour, 
Are all types eloquent of man's decay. 
The grass, the flower, both fade and die, alas ! 
Surely, my God, the people are but grass. 

4 Vide Note at the end. 
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The heart is like a churchyard : precious things 

Lie buried in its dark and silent depths ; 
And, mid its graves, when Griefs night raven sings, 
., Pale Memory walks with slowly measured steps. 



There many a joy hath found au early tomb ; 

Departed hopes that once were bright and young, 
Loves that were blasted in their tender bloom, 

Sweet friendships poison'd by the slanderer's tongue. 



Yea, they are gone ! those joys are dead and sere, 
Those cherish' d hopes and loves are pass'd away : 

Some have been dead for many a weary year, 
And some were buried only yesterday. 
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There is a Kesurrection from the tomb, 
Its sleeping sons shall start to life again ! 

But when, Heart ! shall thy Revival come, 
And all thy dead awake ? O when ? ah, when ? 

The heart is like a churchyard : thick and sad 
The tombstones stand in melancholy rows ; 

And mid their shades, in solemn mourning clad, 
Pale Memory walks, still weeping as she goes. 



NOTES 



NOTES. 
Note 1, p. 68. — Momt St. Michael. 

St. Michael's Mount derives its name, according to an 
ancient legend, from a visit which the archangel Michael 
was pleased to pay it, a.d. 495. In consequence of this 
distinction, and to commemorate the event, a religious 
establishment was founded by St Kenna. How long this 
continued to exist is unknown; but it appears that a 
priory of Benedictine monks was placed here by Edward 
the Confessor ; and before a.d. 1015 it was annexed, by 
Robert, Earl of Moreton and Cornwall, to the abbey of 
St. Michael in Normandy. From the reign of Edward 
until that of Eichard I., the Mount seems to have been 
exclusively devoted to religion; its sanctity was then 
violated by Henry de la Pomeroy, a partisan of John, the 
king's brother, who went there with some of his retinue 
in disguise, and, having gained admittance, secured and 
fortified the place. It was only held by him, however, 
for a short time. For Eichard, on his return from 
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captivity, dispatched a force thither, and Pomeroy was so 
much alarmed, that he immediately surrendered the 
castle. Eichard restored the prior and his monks to the 
full possession of their cells, revenue, and chapel ; and 
placed a small garrison in it as a defence against sudden 
invasion. This was in 1196 ; and ever afterwards, until 
the suppression of monasteries, it must be considered in 
the twofold character of a religious establishment and 
a place of arms. 

On the defeat of Henry VI., at Barnet Field, the 
different leaders of his party were obliged to fly for safety 
to other parts of the kingdom. John, Earl of Oxford, 
escaped into Wales ; from whence, at Milford Haven, he 
embarked with some followers, and, sailing across the 
Channel, came safely to anchor in Mount's Bay. Upon 
their arrival they disguised themselves as pilgrims ; and 
having by this stratagem gained admittance to the castle, 
and mastered the garrison, they fortified the place, and 
determined to hold out until some advantageous terms 
should induce them to surrender. Edward IV., hearing 
of this surprise, issued orders to Sir John Arundel, then 
Sheriff of Cornwall, to reduce them to subjection ; but so 
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pertinaciously was the castle defended, that the assailants 
were always defeated with dishonour and loss ; and it 
was only given up on the Earl and his friends receiving 
a grant, under the Great Seal of England, of their lives, 
liberties, and estates. In one of these attacks Sir John 
Arundel was slain on the sands between Marazion and 
the Mount. 

It afterwards became the abode of Lady Catherine 
Gordon, the wife of Perkin Warbeck, during his attempt 
to wrest the crown from Henry VII. She remained here 
until the entire ruin of her husband's fortunes obliged 
her to submit to Lord D'Aubeny. 

On the dissolution of all the religious houses in 
England by Henry VIII., in 1542, the king gave the 
revenues and government of the Mount to Humphrey 
Arundel, a member of the Lanherne family. These he 
enjoyed until the commencement of the reign of Edward 
VI., when an order from that monarch, relative to the 
discontinuance of several ceremonies of the Romish 
Church, so irritated the Cornish people, that they rose in 
rebellion ; and Arundel, having joined them, was created 
their general. For his share in this outbreak he was 
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afterwards executed; and his estates being forfeited! 
Edward transferred the place to Job Militon, then sheriff 
of the county. 

Li the wars between Charles I. and his Parliament, the 
Mount again became the scene of strife and bloodshed. 
In 1642, it was held by Cecil, Earl of Salisbury; but he 
being opposed to the king, Charles directed Sir Francis 
Bassett to take possession thereof, and to supply it with 
ammunition and provisions. In the course of the war it 
was once more besieged by the Parliamentary forces 
under Colonel Hammond, to whom, after an obstinate 
resistance, it surrendered. Subsequently it was given to 
the Bassetts, and by them was sold about the year 1660 
to Sir John St. Aubyn, in the possession of which family 
it still remains. 

Note 2, p. 162.— The Wreck of the Tayleur. 

The melancholy event which forms the subject of 
this poem occurred on Saturday morning, January 21st, 
1854. The Tayleur, an iron clipper ship of four thousand 
tons' burden, left Liverpool for Australia on her first 
and last voyage the preceding Thursday afternoon, with 
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above six hundred passengers, and a crew, including offi- 
cers, &c., upwards of fifty-five in number. After beating 
about in the Channel Thursday night, and the whole of 
Friday, with a wind from S.W. to W.S.W., she struck 
early on Saturday on the reef of Lambay Island, off the 
coast of Ireland, and almost immediately sank. 

During the few fleeting moments that elapsed between 
the ship's striking and going down, the crew and some 
of the passengers contrived to escape from their perilous 
situation; but such was the dreadful excitement, and 
such the violence of the surge rushing and boiling among 
the rocks, that many were lost in their endeavours to 
pass from the vessel to the shore. The remainder went 
down with the ship, and, out of a complement of nearly 
seven hundred souls, two hundred and fifty were all that 
escaped. 

Note 3, p. 169. — The Dream of Columbus. 

In a letter, which Columbus addressed to the Catholic 
Sovereigns on July 7th, 1503, he relates how, when lying 
sick of a fever, he had heard in his slumbers a mysterious 
voice which addressed him in these prophetic words : 
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" MaraviUosamente Bios hizo sonar tu nombre en la tierra, 
de los atatnientos de la mar Oceana, que estaban cerrados 
con cadenas tan fuertes, te did las Uaves;'* "God will 
cause thjimr to be wonderfully resounded through the 
earth, and give thee the keys of the gates of the ocean, 
which are closed with strong • chains.*' — Vide Hum- 
boldt's "Cosmos," vol. L, p. 316. Otters Translation. 

Note 4, p. 253. — " mortals! vainly of escape you 

dream" 

" If the mournful rover Death 
Say but once, * Resign your breath ! ' 
Vainly of escape you dream, 
You must pass the Stygian stream." 
— Cowpee's Translation of Milton's Poem on the Death 
of the Vice-Chancellor. 
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